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translator's Note 


Another book about Tolstoy? Certainly; but of a very unusual 
kind. Though the author, Leo Tolstoy’s eldest son, was an old 
man when he wrote these memoirs, he has successfully recaptured 
the child’s point of view. The book has the intimacy and charm 
of a family chronicle: we see the great man at home, a family 
man, playing games with his cliildren; we discover that the Tolstoy 
famUy, like so many other families, has its own private language 
and slang, its private jokes. The distinguished men around Tolstoy 
are seen through a boy’s eyes: the poet Tiutchev is simply ‘ a funny 
man who did not know how to behave with children a great 
composer is highly thought of for reasons that have nothing to do 
with liis music; the children liked Turgenev because he made 
them laugh. 

The Tolstoys suffered from the jealousies, prejudices and self- 
torments, and enjoyed the laughter and fun of large families 
everywhere; some were favourites, others felt left out in the cold — 
Sergei Tolstoy understood these feelings very well. 

The book is composed, as one can easily see, of a series of 
autobiographical articles, leaving large gaps — for instance between 
1910 and 1919. 1 have excluded a certain number of passages which 
seemed to me either repetitious or of merely local and ephemeral 
interest. More autobiographical material has been found among 
Sergei Tolstoy’s manuscripts and this will be published in Russia 
shortly. 


MOURA BUDBERG 
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FAMILY LIFE 
1862-1881 



Part I 


Family Life 


1862-18/0 

My patents were martied on September 23 rd, 1862, at the Palace 
church in Moscow. My father was thirty-four, my mother eight- 
een. It is dear from contemporary documents that my father was 
very much in love with his bride. But reason also played a part 
in Hs choice. Firstly, my fatlier had determined to marry a very 
young girl whom he could mould to his own design; secondly, 
it was a matter of prindple that he should marry out of his own 
noble class. • :: 

Sofia Andreevna Bers answered both requirements;, she >yas 
very young and the Bers family did not belong to die aristocracy. 
Her father, Andrei Evstafovich Bers (^andson of the military 
instructor who had come from Germany under Elizabeth*), was 
an intelligent and distinguished physidan, but he did not belong to 
the real Russian nobility who at that time looked down on- the 
medical profession. Sofia Andreevna’s mother, Lubov Alexan- 
drovna, daughter of A. M. Isleniev, although of anddit, lineage, 
was bom of a marriage which was considered illegal. Thus, shb 
and her brothers and sisters bore the improvised name pf Islayin 
and were considered not to bdong to the nobility liut to the 
merchant class. ’ . i . 

My mother’s early marriage and her semi-rioble origin had a 
great influence on the subsequent life of our family. Being so 
young and malleable, she completely surrendered to her husband’s 
will; she absorbed his views on marriage and encouraged his 
ambitions to make money and acquire fame. But later in life when 
he repudiated these ideas, she was unable to change with him arid 
abandon the opinions acquired in her yofith. Owing to her senri- 

*The Empress Elkabeth, 1741-1758. -f' 'L 
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noble origin, she attached a certain value to so-called high 
society and tried to keep up appearances with her aristocratic 
friends according to the standards of the Tolstoy family. 

My parents were engaged for a very short time as^my father 
put pressure on my mother’s parents when they wanted to delay 
the wedding. Immediately after the ceremony, the couple went to 
Jassnaia Poliana in a postchaise. There they were met by my 
father’s aunt and governess, Tatiana Alesandrovna Jcrgolskaia, 
his brother, Sergei Nikolaevich, the teachers of the sdiools of 
Jassnaia Poliana and the whole domestic staff. 

At first young Sofia Andreevna did not feel at ease in Jassnaia 
Poliana. She had always lived before in a town or in a suburban 
villa in Pokrovskoe, never in the country. For instance, she was 
unpleasantly surprised to find that it was dark at night in die 
country, that there were no lamp-posts. Everybody in Jassnaia 
Poliana treated her with great friendliness and kindness. But of 
course there was a big difference between town and country 
people. 

She took some time to get accustomed to her husband and in 
the early days of her marriage addressed liim widi the formal 
‘ you ’. She was jealous by nature, jealous of his past, and the 
resultant frictions grew more severe widi time; in the first 
years they were not so pronounced, because of my father’s 
infatuation and my mother’s devotion to him; and because they 
both had a high ideal of family life. 

During our continuous stay in Jassnaia PoUana untii we 
moved to Moscow in 1882, there was no sharp disagreement 
between my parents. Misunderstandings began to occur only in 
the last two or three years (1878-1881); but at that time my father 
had not yet begun to expect his family to cliange their way of life, 
nor had he himself much altered his habits. The Consequences of 
the change in his outlook on life had their effect on the family 
much later-after 1881. 

I was bom on June zStb, 1865, in Jassnaia Poliana, on a 
leather sofa. On that leather sofa my father, too, had been born, 
as were also his brothers and sisters and — Plater — ^some of mine. 
To this day it is part of the furniture of my father’s study. 

My hirdi was slightly premature. On the 27th, when my mother 
felt her first labour pabs, my father said to her; ‘ Darlmg, try 
to wait until midnight,’ 
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TOLSTOY RE^IEMBEfeD'-BY: his" SON 

He wanted Ms firstborn to ’come Mto the -world ibn^tH^ 
he is known to have thought tMs number was Ms lucky one; he 
Mmself was born on. August z8th, ;i828;iNature'' Seenied to. have, 
granted Ms wish as I was^bom after^ midmght/ :■ , 

My father wished to call me Nicholas^ in 'memory :bf :Ms ifathbr ;- 
, and Ms favourite brother, but my mother pfptestedVthatm 
Tolstoy family Nicholas was an unlucky name. A 

Then my father suggested that if, in the 'saints, Calendar, thw^^ 
should be a St. Sergius on June 28th,- 1 should 'be called Sergius, 
in honour of his second broAer, Sergei Nikolaevichi It turned out ;' 
that the June 28th celebrated the tnemory of the '.'y’aiaam.miracie-; 
workers Sergius and Herman and so I was baptisedy.Sergei.l >; 

My godfather was Uncle. Sergei Ivanovich, ' my - gbdMpther 
Aunt Tatiana Alexandrovna Jergolskaia. ■ 

My mother started by nursing me herself,- but she developed an': 
inflammation of the mpples, and Evlam'pia Matveevhai^wife ;p 
our driver PMlip Rodionov, who later became our cPacKman and , 
then bailifl', came to her help ; later I became friends withiny nulk/ 
brother - Mishap their " son. Evlampia was^ foHowed by :'NataUa\; 
Kasakova and after that I was given the bpttle. Ilwas a' deU 
child. My first- nanny was my father’s old nanny^whpm,I;'Hoii’t*; 
remember — and the next, Maria Afanassievna Arbuspya, 'a fpftner'^^ 
serf of the landowner Vojeikoy. She was a kind, gentle .worn'^.f 
After me, she was nanny to my brothers nya and tipva anfimy ' 
sisters Tama and Masha. She was greatly atta^ed to Ms :ahd w^:: 
loved her. She did not tell us fairy tales, as hanMek/.usudly .d^^ 
but she spoilt us and when she was- promoted hpusekeepef; she 
used to take us secretly to the pantry and give us.raisinsj atopnds, ' 
jam' and honey. ■ ■ ' 

Apart; from my parents "and' nanny; there ; emerges 'iftoth' .M^ 
misty memories of iny childhood, tlie iMage of my aunt Ta^ 
Alexandrovna Jergolskaia. I now reahse she. was-t^icM:pf that, 
strange past era, a woman in whom rpmantic ideas. and sensibiHty 
hungled with the cruelty Pf serf, ownership. 'Af ahat: to 
seeined :to me to be merely a 'very Icind" ;but rather drdl 'anny' 

, called Her Auntie and sp Md my parents.' She .was stnaU-, and heatly ,; 
dressedi .■mth a.; shawl . round 'her-.shprilders and" a ’ bonnet ; on' ;hef 
head; Shb showed particular affection for .Me,; her ;g 
rnb ydih^ sweets - and ';Hked .'to show mff -her vppss^ 
mimatures,- boxes, embrbiderieSjmto 
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Auntie had a personal maid, a former serf, Aksirda Maximovna, 
■who was very devoted to her mistress. She also had a friend, an 
old lady only a little younger than herself— Natalie Petrovna 
Oldiotnitskaia, who belonged to the small gentry. She, too, was 
small, with flabby cheeks; she mumbled rather than talked, took 
snuflF and liked to have a glass of vodka before dinner. She was a 
great chatterbox and would teU far-fetched but rather boring 
stories about the lives of landowners, army officers and monas- 
teries.* 

'In addition to the permanent inhabitants of Jassnaia Poliana — 
my father, my mother, we children and Auntie — my father’s 
nieces Varia and Lisa Tolstoy used to spend a lot of time in 
Jassnaia Poliana; and almost every summer my mother’s sister. 
Aunt Tania, who in 1867 married A. M. Kusminski, came to our 
manor house ■with her husband and her growing family. All these 
young people brought great animation to the house. In November 
1866 a new recruit to our household was a young Englishwoman, 
the daughter of the gardener at Windsor Castle — ^Hannah Tardsey. 
She had been sent for by my father from England to be governess 
to us three children: I was three years old. Tania was two, and 
Eya a few months. 

With the help of a dictionary my mother and Hanna soon learnt 
to understand one another; my mother’s knowledge of French and 
German was a great help. Two days after Hanna’s arrival she and 
my mother were already close friends — ^they were about the same 
age. We children soon learnt to love her and she was like one of 
the family. 

Servants play a far more important part in the lives of children 
than of grown-ups. This was so with us. Nanny — Maria Afanas- 
sievna — ^had two sons, Paul and Sergei Arbusov. Paul was a 
cobbler. He settled down for good in Jassnaia Poliana and built 
himself a house near the outskirts of the village, and eventually 


*It is known that my father wrote a story ‘ The Dream *, signed it 
‘ N.O.’, and sent it to I. Aksakov to the paper The Day, as from Natalia 
Petrovna Okhotnitskaia, asking liim to publish it, Aksakov replied to 
Madame Okhotnitskaia that ‘ for a first literary effort the style is . . . 
passable but that the essence of a story lay not in the style but in the 
contents and that therefore her story could not be published in his 
paper. 
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taught my father the craft. Sergei was a footman by training and 
also did some carpentry work. Occasionally he would be employed 
as a footman in our house and just as often was discharged for bad 
behaviour. Then he would go to Tula and work in a factory which 
made cases for harmonicas. He was of medium height, with 
bandy legs, bright red hair and side-whiskers (he shaved off his 
moustache) and a face full of expression. He had a lot of energy 
and talent and was even educated to some extent; later he wrote 
his memoirs of my father. He was a prey to wild passions, and 
was especially addicted to wine and women. In spite of aU this, 
he was devoted to our house and close to us as the son of our 
nanny, so that a lot was forgiven him. Sometimes he used to get 
dead drunk; he would spend all his money on drink and would 
disappear for several days; on his return, he would say to his 
virtuous wife, Arina, whom he loved and respected in spite of 
his dissolute living: ‘Never mind, Arina. Just keep a stiff 
upper lip!’ And then he would return to his job in our house- 
hold. 

Most of the servants in our house were former serfs who had 
not yet lost contact with the estate. Before Serge Arbusov, my 
father’s servant was Alexei Orekhov, one of the boys about whom 
he wrote in his memoirs : ‘ My aunt, who was also our guardian, 
had the silly idea of giving each of us, the four Tolstoy brothers, a 
boy serf who was eventually to become our devoted servant.’ 

Alexei was with my father in the Caucasus and shared with him 
the dangers of the Sebastopol seige. I remember him as far back 
as the sixties, not as father’s servant, but as a respectable-looking 
bailiff of Jassnaia PoUana; he was married to the clever and cheer- 
ful Duniasha, who had been my mother’s personal maid. Alexei 
was quiet, sensible and very devoted to my father. 

In their memoirs, my father, my sister Tatiana and my brother 
Ilya all wrote about Agafia, my father’s grandmother’s maid, who 
became our housekeeper, and later the ‘ dogs ’ governess ’; 
so I will not repeat their stories. I would only like to say that 
Agafia looked like an aristocrat, and that there is some reason to 
think that the blood of the Princes Gorchakov flowed in her veins. 

I shall also say little about our cook Nikolai, a real pre-reform 
serf, dirty, often drunk, but good-natured and devoted to our 
family, or about his son Semion Nicolaevich, who also served as 
cook in our house for many years after his father (almost to the 
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year o£ my mother’s death in 1919), though there was nothing to 
be gaihed ty doing so. 

Very typical, too, were the two brothers Suvorov — ^Ivan and 
Vassili. Ivan, otjean k cuit as we called him for some reason, was, 
lilfff Alexei, one of the boys attached to the Tolstoy brothers by 
their aunt. Ivan knew some French, like Vaniusha in The Cossacks 
(he had been taught in the Caucasus by Leo and Nicholas) and at 
times he would pronounce very distinctly with a sly, proud look: 
‘ Oest tres]joli; honjour; la femm etc. He continued to be a valet 
by profession but only occasionally served in our house. 

Ivan’s brother, Vassili, was a coppersmith and made samovars. 
He collected orders and material in Tula and worked on the 
separate parts of the samovars at home. He was a carefree person 
and a drunkard. Yet his wife, Pelageia, was remarkably energetic 
and hardworking; she was out laundress, washed all the Hnen 
from out house and at the same time found time to work for her 
numerous daughters and her dissolute husband. On the whole my 
memories about the Jassnaia Poliana servants are very mellow. I 
formed close friendships with some of those who were of my age. 

My father’s attitude to them was cahn and controlled. I don’t 
remember that he ever struck any of them or even raised his voice 
to them; he could of course be angry with them, but he restrained 
himself. My mother was not so self-controlled and sometimes 
lost her temper with them, but in spite of that had far less authority 
over them than my father. 

I think that my earliest recollection is our trip to Moscow in 
the winter of 1866: 1 can see myself sitting with my motlier and 
someone else in a closed box, the box is moving, we are thrown 
against its walls, and I feel sick. We were travelling to Serpukhov 
in^a horse-drawn coach; the Moscow-Kursk railway was being 
built at the time and it functioned only from Moscow to Ser- 
pukhov. But I have a more vivid memory of our visit to Moscow 
in 1868; I remember the porch crumbling down in the house in 
which we were living; and that grandfather Bers was dying. I was 
afraid of hkn and was deeply moved by the suffering I could see 
on his face. 

- Two painfui impressions of my early childhood are engraved 
on my memory. The first was in Tula where I saw a cart slowly 
moving along the street, with a high seat on which a woman in a 
convict’s garb sat huddled. On her back was a poster wliich was 
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inscribed in large letters: 'Husband Idller*. In those days 
criminals were subjected to public exhibition of this sort. People 
ran after the cart and threw coppers on the high seat. 

The second was my first experience of panic. I was an indepen- 
dent child, and one day I escaped supervision to explore new 
places, this time a meadow near the river Jassenka, where I 
saw a peasant leading a foal. Suddenly he stopped, pulled out a 
long knife and plunged it into the foal’s neck. Crimson blood 
poured out like a stream, and I ran as fast as my legs would 
carry me. I was sure the peasant was a terrible monster who 
would knife me as well. At home they explained to me that he had 
killed the foal so that it should not sap the strength of its working 
mother. 

In those days, tame bears which were led from village to village 
were a great entertainment. The appearance of one in Jassnaia 
Poliana was first of all heralded by the desperate barking of all 
the dogs of the neighbourhood. Then, approaching along the 
alley, came the leader with the bear on a chain, a ' goat ’ and, 
usually, a boy. All the inhabitants came running to gather round 
them and then the performance started. The bear-leader issued 
commands, pulling the chain: 

‘ Mikhail Ivanovich, make a bow to the masters.’ 

The bear grunted, rose on his hind legs and, clattering his 
chain, bowed deeply. 

‘ Show how the priest’s children steal the peas.’ 

The bear dropped down and crawled to the imaginary peas. 

‘ Show how a young lady titivates herself.’ 

The bear got down on his haunches, a mirror was held up to 
him and he stroked his snout with his front paws. 

‘Drop dead!’ 

Grunting again, the bear lay down and remained motionless. 

Then the bear would dance with the * goat ’, who was a man 
with a blanket over his head, out of which protruded a rattle. The 
ratde rattled, the leader or the boy would beat the drum and the 
bear and the ‘ goat ’ danced. I could never understand why this 
disguise was called a ‘ goat 

After the performance was over, it was usual to offer vodka 
to everybody, including the bear, which when he had drunk some 
of it, became very jovial and rolled over on his back and seemed to 
smile. 
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Of course die bear was amusing; but at the same time he was 
pathetic, with a ring in his cheek, his moth-eaten skin, and 
forever tied to a chain. In later years this entertainment was 
forbidden. 

Our great distraction in the country was pedlars. There were 
two kinds: strolling pedlars and those who travelled in caravans. 
Tlie first transported their meagre collection of stuff, chiefly 
haberdashery, on a pushcart. The others called themselves 
* Hungarians their caravans were pulled by two horses and they 
brought whole shops with them: fabrics, both cotton and wool, 
shoes, ties, stationery, ribbons, buttons, etc., and even musical 
scores. Their wares were of good quality. I remember my father 
buying once the score of Strauss’s A.ccelerationen~Wal:(er and 
playing it afterwards with great delight. 

Hp to 1871 a joyful, radiant atmosphere pervaded the house 
in Jassnaia Poliana. My parents were fairly well in health and on 
good terms with one another; Aunt Tatiana was stiU up and 
about and introduced a note of soft, old-world sentimentality into 
the family; we children were in the charge of Hannah Tardsey, 
whom we loved and who loved us; the guests and relations. Aunt 
Marie, her daughters and the Kusminski family made up a very 
lively company. It was the exciting time, when my father was 
writing War and Peace, and in the intervals supervised the estate 
and hunted, while my mother copied War and Peace over and over 
again, gave birth to and nursed children and was busy in the 
house. The following notes show how deeply engrossed my fatiier 
was, in his work and how intensely my mother also was working 
at the time. 

On January 23rd, 1866, my father wrote half-jokingly to the 
poet Fet: ‘ I’m glad you like my wife. Though I love her less than 
my novel, she’s my wife, you know, all the same.’ 

And my mother wrote to her sister Qune 27th, 1866) : ‘ I keep 
weaning or nursing or washing or boiling and apart from that 
there are the children, the pickling, the jam-making, the sweet- 
making, copying for Liova, but for /es beaux arts and for reading, 
I can hardly spare a moment and then only if it is raining.’ 

It would be impossible to gather from these notes that there 
was any friction between my parents at that time. I was not the 
only one to consider that in the first years of their marriage my 
parents were an exceptionally united couple. Both my father’s 
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and modiet’s relations thought the same. In her <hary 
Varia, my Aunt Marie’s eldest daughter, wrote: ‘ Mamma.idldfus ' 
that we shouldn’t hurry to get married, that Sonia ;and Lipya were 
an exemplary couple, but that they are hard to find and that aU one : 
hears about it a husband leaving his wife,‘or a Wife .diybrc^ 
her husband.’ My mother’s brother^, Step^ Bets, ' wrote v the - 
following about his sister and brother-in-laW: ‘ .The mutual Ibye: 
and understanding between this, couple have always, been ; niy' : 
ideal and model of marital bliss.’ My grandparents used to say; . 

‘ Sonia couldn’t wish for more happiness.’ My father often; used ‘ 
to write to his friends about his happy family fife. ‘ ’ 

In September 1869 an event occurred wliich, it seems to me,' 
played an important part in my father’s life. 

He went to Pensa with the intention of buying ah estate and 
spent the night on the way in Arsamass in a bad hotel. He, under- ,; 
went there the indescribably dreary sensation which lie called 
later the ‘Arsamass misery’. He wrote to his tnother-ph-Seph,; 
ember 4tli, 1869, ‘ I spent the night before last in; Arsamass and : 
something remarkable happened to me. It was .twb b’dock in.; 
the morning, I was very tired, I wanted to sleep and I had no pm; 
Blit suddenly such a dreary sensation overcame me as I had lievef 
felt before. I’ll teU you the details of it later, but I had never felt. ; 
anything like it and hope never to feel it again. . I jumpeA ^ ; 
ordered the horses to be harnessed; While they Were doing that J, 
fell asleep and woke up quite restored. Yesterday hie ' same . 
feeling returned in a much smaller degree during .the.* joumeyi ;. 
but I was prepared and didn’t succumb to it, especidly ' as ; it ; 
wasn’t so intense.’ ' • ■ ’ ^ 


I wouldn’t undertake to explain the reason of the: ‘Arsmass : 
misery ’, but it seems to me that there was something linhehthy . ; 
about it. Perhaps it was a liver complaintj from which he si^ered,. 
constantly, perhaps — mental exhaustion. - The ‘ Arsamass misery;’ 
passed and did not disturb the active and 'cheerful .run pf life in . 
Jassnaia' Poliana. . . ■■'o'V'' : 'A;.:., ;; A-A' 



Froth this year my recollections ' become ' clearer , md; I will ;PPT; 
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■ ■ ■ ' ■ ' 'no ' A. A 
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find fjndbt'i nottbern plde three fi.mall ropma with a (?o?nivjd tfjrtflce,. 
over tbiim liad been, addcdi NowmyfadKjr deeidfid.Jb mftkp'a twO" 
.litorkglvfiddiudnal building on the other, /(liei- fioiidiarn,.- nidn, 
:i\c(jdrding fo tradidon my ffitber wanted to wall Into die foundfo 
dori g golden, ooln and kr bxs bad none at 'dife hloinentVbft took 
, ffd’m ni<i a. golden .iitjv.firelgri given- to me by;blahnalkVHe bad' it 
' Wfillfid in> lidhind the biinkfi’ of dm 1ailldph.ak wb!le^ibt>y v7ere 
eating,' and lifmrwai'dfi ■made- np 'difi monpy-dp itlft,'; 

■.hTjm buHdlng Khned out io bfi-.fitHmeiiP,lht; .obg of tb^oTornri 
bblpw. fietved aft; (i bal j and tbe other 'tHg^ waa fpr a' lOngHinihiriy 
bidmr'fi-fiindyv' ••- .''"v'---' 

- h In Hhij: fiiitumni my-, gmalvgraiidfadifit Vifeiiiy >ipdibbr-fi' .fild0 , 

AlVfiandr 0fi1cnievj - adlved at 'Jafiiaiakt 'Ikillahai.ddm'w^^^ 
-youhgddOklng-.o fieventyhdgl;nptall;bah,lgtdf!fin-fibav 

Wltlf ; -iargft ..features^- btlak ' niovenientfi-' and tbft " nianneffl' : oil ' a ' 
-pahipfcfed .gwideni!m,:-J--Jc .Watt' diepfdtmy^^ 

' ,'C ’ .^v40h,,0■ ;/ /hh;-- 
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in my father’s Childhood and Boyhood, hly father was very polite 
and respectful to him and in order to remind him of the past, 
organised a hunt with hounds. Although I was a little more than 
eight years old at that time, I could ride quite well and was 
taken to die hunt. I was given a big, quiet horse called Kashkirian, 
— after his place of origin. My father had taught me and my 
brothers to ride without a saddle and stirrups so as to learn to 
keep our balance. He also considered that it was less dangerous 
to fall from an unsaddled horse. So I went to the hunt riding on a 
saddle-cloth, tied up with a strap. My father, great-grandfather, 
two other sportsmen and I spread out across the fields, at a 
certain distance from one another, in order to start up a hare or a 
fox. 

As I circled away from the others, behind a wide swamp, and 
was wondering how I should ever get back to them I suddenly 
heard cries coming from their side: Tally ho! Tally hoJ Someone 
had raised a hare and the pursuit began. My father, great- 
grandfather and the other two galloped after tiie hoimds and the 
hare and, at the sight of the chase, my Kashkirian, who had 
known many a hunt, started without further ado to gallop 
straight across the swamp. He almost sank in the slime, got 
through to the other side with a great effort and then, feeling 
his feet on firm ground, suddenly stopped short. He had evidently 
lost his breath in the endeavour and stopped to recover it But 
I failed to keep my seat and flew over his head. 

The Kashkirian was big and I was small; there were no 
stirrups and without help I was unable to mount him again. So I 
had to walk, leading the Kashldrian. The others had disappeared 
behind the hillock and when I reached them at last, tiie chase was 
over, the hare had been caught, killed and fastened to the saddle. 
This was my first real hunt — and, what is more, with my great- 
grandfather — and I hadn’t been able to see anything! I was in 
despair. 

I spent the winter of 1871-72 in already quite strenuous study. 
My mother taught me Russian and French, a Httie history and 
geography, and to play the piano; Hannah Tardsey gave me 
English lessons and my father — also Russian (but no grammar) 

‘ and arithmetic. At that time he was composing his Alphabet and 
tried it out on us children. He told us the stories and made us re- 
tell them in our own words. They were mainly stories that were 
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afterwards included in his Books for Beading Aloud. He considered 
himself to have no talent for mathematics and therefore to be a 
good teacher of them. He used to say that as he had absorbed his 
knowledge of mathematics with great difficulty, it had sunk deep 
enough and remained so clear in his memory that he v/as able to 
give adequate explanations. In teaching as in everything else, 
he searched for new mediods. He taught us for instance to count 
on the abacus. He made us learn the multiplication tables by 
heart only up to five. We multiplied from sk to ten on out 
fingers, in the following manner: the figure five had to be 
extracted from each multiplier, the remainder to be kept on the 
bent finger of both hands. The bent fingers when added up, would 
form so many tens of the total. Then the remaining fingers of 
both hands had to be multiplied and added to the tens. For 
example, to multiply 7 by 9: by subtracting 5 from both figures 
you get 2 and 4. You bend two fingers on one hand, fout on the 
other. Adding them up you get 6. Those are the tens, making 60. 
The other unbent fingers are multiplied: i by 3 = 3. Thus you 
get the final answer: 7 X9 = 6o-}-3=<53. 

I don’t remember whether it was then or later that my father 
set us his favourite popular sum about tlie geese: a herd of 
geese comes flying, another goose is met on the way. The goose 
says: ‘ Hullo, you hundred geese 1 ’ The geese reply: ‘ We ate not 
one hundred geese, but we would be one hundred if we were that 
and once more that and then half that and then a quarter that and 
you into the bargain.’ Tiiis sum, easily solved algebraically, is more 
difficult to do arithmetically. 3^.) 


iSyz 

At the end of 1871 and the beginning of 1872, thete was great 
animation in Jassnaia Poliana. D. K. Diakov arrived with bis 
daughter and her governess ‘ Sopheche ’, Atmt Marie witli her 
children — ^Varia, Lisa and Nikolai — and Uncle Kostia Islavin. 
We were for ever on sleighs, enjoying it most when we capsized. 
We had fancy dress parties during Christmastide. D, Diakov 
dressed up as a bear-leader. Uncle Kostia, with his sheepskin 
turned inside out, walking on aU fours, represented the bear, 
my father was the ' goat ’. Nicholai Tolstoy dressed up as an old 
woman, Sopheche as an old hunchback with 'a, beard. All the 
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people of the estate crowded into the hall and danced to the sotind 
of Barima, duets played on the piano and afterwards to the 
harmonica. My mother dressed me in a girl’s blue dress, pinned 
something like a powdered wig on to my hair and I was to be a 
marquise. Sister Tania was dressed as a man, also in blue, and was 
tlie marquis. We danced an intricate polka which my mother had 
taught us, but the success of it was doubtful: the marquise cos- 
tumes and intricate polka somehow didn’t tally with the usual type 
of Christmas entertainment in Jassnaia Poliana. 

On May 14th my father went to our other estate, Nikolskoe, 
and took me with him. It made a great impression on me. The 
thick forests, the deep ravines, the lully fields, the ancient poplars 
and a magnificent fir-tree in the apple orchard, the river running 
into space and sparkling between tlic trees, the steady beat of a 
watermill, die long view on the river, the wooded slopes, the far 
away villages and church spires, the huge stones on die highest 
spots of die estate — all diis was new to me and seemed remarkably 
beautiful, which, indeed, it was. Owing to my extreme youth I 
paid no heed to die poverty of the peasants at Nikolskoe: all I 
saw were the old-fashioned home-woven dresses of the women, 
their linen petdcoats, dieir embroidered shirts, die head-dress j 
and the ribbons in their ears instead of earrings. 

My father drove round the whole estate examining particu- 
larly the conditions of the forests, and on the whole seemed 
satisfied witii the bailiff, Orlov. 

On our return to Jassnaia Poliana, on the road to the station 
Chem, we saw a distressing scene in one of the villages: an old 
dog sitting on the site of a smouldering fire, amidst burnings 
beams, heaps of bricks, coal and ash. It was a brown dog with 
white spots and long hanging ears and it wailed, its head thrown 
up in the air. The house and the whole family with it had just 
burned down, so we learnt, and all that was left alive was the 
old dog. 

While father was in Nikolskoe, an accident had taken place in 
Jassnaia Poliana: a bull had gored the shepherd. The story went 
that the bull had gone wild and begun attacking people because 
a boy had teased him. One day it rushed at the boy and the old 
shepherd, unafraid, hit it with a whip. Then the bull turned on 
the shepherd, chased him and nailed him.to a tree. The shephetd 
died the same day and the bull was killed. 
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There was a lawsuit as a result. The young judge issued an 
order that my father should not leave the estate until the trial. 
He was ‘ liberal-niinded ’ and enjoyed demonstrating his power 
over a rich landowner and a count. My father was enraged by the 
order and lodged a complaint demanding that the order be an- 
nulled. He had to pay a fine of one hundred roubles but the 
judge’s order was cancelled. 

That summer the Kusminskis (Aunt Tania with her husband 
and their three small daughters) went to the Caucasus. Kus- 
minski, who had been assistant public prosecutor in Tula up to 
then, had been transferred to Kutaiss. Jassnaia was empty aU the 
summer. My mother felt particularly strongly the absence of her 
favourite sister. 

In July my father went again for a few weeks for a cure of 
mare’s milk. 

In the autumn a great change occurred in the life of us children, 
Hannah Tatdsey began to cough and lose weight; she had 
caught consumption. My mother decided to send her to some 
place with a warmer climate. At that time the Kusminskis were 
looking for a governess for their children. They asked Hannah 
to come and she left in the autumn for Kutaiss. I still have an 
affectionate letter from her from Kutaiss describing her journey: 
she was particularly surprised at the passengers (herself included) 
being actually thrown from the boat in Poti, into Turkish feluggas. 

A short time after Hannah’s departure, we boys (I was nine 
years old, Ilya six and Liova three) got a German tutor, or rather 
supervisor, Fedor Fedorovich, recommended by the poet Fet. 
He was a semi-educated man about thirty-five. He wore a wig, 
which he carefully but unsuccessfully tried to conceal. He stayed 
with us for two years. An English governess. Miss Dora, was 
engaged for our sisters. She stayed a short time in Jassnaia, but 
long enough to conquer the heart of Fedor Fedorovich. 

In the winter of 1872-73 my father tried out the experiment 
of the so-called Lancaster education. I, my sister Tania and even 
my brother Ilya, who was not yet seven, were entrusted witli 
teaching the village children to read and write. Uncle Kostia also 
taught them. The children came to our house, we gave our 
lessons each to our own group, in the hall and the rooms ad- 
joining it. The experiment was rather successful. My pupils and 
my sister Tania’s did learn the elementary rudiments of reading 
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and writing. Ilya, however, was too small and for the most part 
fought with his pupils. In our leisure hours between lessons we 
had great fun playing on improvised toboggans with our pupils. 
They, in their turn, were our teachers at that sport. We loved to 
scramble on a long board belonging to a deaf and dumb mao, 
Makarov; seven of us found room on it and drove at great speed 
down the slope and rolled with shrieks of laughter into the snow 
at the bottom of the hill. 

Such close contact with our contemporaries in the village 
created a friendly relationship with them, which continued all our 
lives. 


iS?} 

This was the year when Aunt Tatiana seemed suddenly to grow 
very old and frail. She moved from her room on the second floor 
near the living-room into a small room on the ground floor, in the 
wooden wing. She said to my father: ‘ I’ll move there so as not 
to spoil your nice top room by dying in it.’ 

Aunt Tatiana felt a particular affection for me, her godson, 
and demanded that I should visit her in her room at least once a 
day; but these visits bored me and I tried to avoid them in spite 
of the sweets that were offered me. 

I felt ashamed when a day passed and I hadn’t been to see 
my aunt, I remember one evening lying in bed and going through 
my agony of remorse which was mixed with the emotion pro- 
duced in me by music — my father was playing something very 
beautiful on the piano in the hall on the second floor. 

On May 31st the disaster of the previous year was repeated 
in Jassnaia: another bull gored the cowman. The bull was chained 
in his stable and the cowman, as he fed him, very imprudently; 
stood in front of him. The bull got angry for some reason and 
butted him in the stomach wdth his horns. The cowman rushed 
out of the cowhouse holding his intestines with both hands; he 
developed peritonitis and died three days later. My father was 
greatly upset by his death and from then on liis interest in cattle 
breeding waned. He wasn’t sued this time but generously com- 
pensated tlie family of the dead cowman. 

On June and Fedor Fedorovich, Stepan Bers, Nanny and Serge 
Arbusov and I went to the estate near Samara which my father 
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had fecendy acquired. He had bought these eighteen hundred 
dessiatines’*^ for eight roubles a dessiatine on the money he made 
out of his books. 

We went through Moscow to Nijhni by train and from Nijhrd to 
Samara by boat. The great spaces of water, the dark forest slopes, 
the yellow ‘sand beadies, the spray that splashed up from the 
ship’s wheels, the fish and the smell of fish, the trading at the 
ports, the different types of vessels, barges, cargo boats and rafts — 
all these were new and vivid impressions. 

There was no raikoad further than Samara and we had' to 
travel one hundred and twenty versts* by road to the estate. 
Shortly before our journey an 'old friend of my father, Sergei 
Urussov, in order to make the journey easier for my mother, 
presented her with his large dormeuse that seated six people. It was 
the classical vehicle of these times, in which our ancestors travelled 
before the railroad existed. It was pulled by six horses — two in 
front and four in a row behind; a boy, the so-called Vorreiter, 
rode on one of tiie front horses. A kind of trunk was fixed on the 
roof of the carriage; behind was a two-seated bench, and the 
coachman’s seat was large enough to hold three people. In the 
carriage sat all our women with the youngest children, the others 
drove in wicker carts with straw carriage-bodies. Halfway we 
stopped for the night in a large hut where we suffered greatly 
from bedbugs. I don’t remember whether it was the first time or 
later that Hannah Tardsey came to stay with us near Samara from 
Kutaiss. My parents had invited her to undergo a cure of mare’s 
milk for her lungs. 

Our house there was like a large peasant’s hut. There was not 
enough room in it for all of us; so Fedor Fedorovich, my two‘ 
brothers and I spent the summer in an empty shed, and my father 
and Stepan Bers in a Bashkir caravan, a sort of felt tent, which my 
father had bought. 

At that time tibe Samara steppe was still practically uncultivated. 
The rich, deep black earth was covered with thick grass, various 
herbs, feather grass, spear grass, wormwood and oats. Brown 
buzzards as large as turkeys flew over the steppe, large white- 
beaked eagles and hawks soared everywhere, reed-sparrows 
fluttered about rioisily and the air was filled with the prattle of 

*A dessiatine is about two acres, a verst about two kilometres.' 
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gtasshoppefs. In spite of the intense- heatj it was "easy , to 'bfeathe : 
on the steppe;, the air was, dry and even on.ihe;]bdttest'd 
was a breeze. - . ■ ' \ 

Our property was divided ihto twelve fields , of Which^ipnly ;two.V 
were sown: the first, on hard soil, with. Turldshwlie^^^^^ 
with Russian wheat. Sometimes corn would;be,.sown;in' t%;tliijcd.e' 
year. The other nine or- ten fields were , left 'fob 'pas^^^ 
meadows. The first two years after ploughing,: ■ the {fields -^ere.} 
overgrown with coarse, wild grass, but: the .next years diey ga^^^ 
very good hay. The hay was- gadiered into stacks .spread all bVer^ 
the steppe. There was no wood in that neighboufhOod, and bricks^ 
of dried manure were used for fuel. Pyramids of these bricks Were , 
stacked around the villages and huts. .> - ; . .y; ;; 

My mother was at that time nursing Peter and: she bbre{Withy 
difficulty the discomforts of life on the farm. The . house was/. 
draughty, the roof leaked, the bricks stable and butnt badfy,. tHe' ' 
incredible number of flies made eating and sleeping, a niisefy; the{ 
post came rarely, and had to be -fetched by mess?nget;-,£cbm-; 
Samara. There were no neighbours, except Basiikirs andpeytots,- 
and the doctor lived far away. '' 

■ My father, on, the contrary, enjoyed this primitive -life.VTp,:: 
provide the mare’s milk, an old Bashkir, whom my father -few 
from his former trips, came to stay. His name .way Mukhamedy: 
shah Rakhmatuliin. He put up his felt tent close to the hbuse.and ,.; 
brought ten milldng mares. They fed in the steppe.and their fp^s. -: 
were tied up near Ae tent. Muldiamedshah , himself . ididn’t -work, 
his wife and daughter-in-law managed all the hbuse^chpresy 
milked the mares, hung and shook the mare’s mi^,>wiuch turned ; 
in large leather bottles into himtss. These women 'lived behind;a'- 
curtain, which cut off a third of thytent. When men; came thsee;: 
Mukhamedshah the women hid :behind the; curtain.: MulAanipd-^- 
shah, a handsome old man, .who looked fike a- hawlr,',.i^ 
otientd pap and a silk Bukhara dreSsing-gbwnj tnder.wM 
could see. a clean white phirt, stepped; softly in his' oribntal shpes,-- 
welcorned guests,. shaking;their hands .with both of his, ;.sat d^ 

. on >.the.- carpet, ..arranged : a cushion .behind., -the guest’s back .^d / 
offered ■.■y^whp,frpm;cups;,.made.';of;bk:^^^ 

.chairsibbtablesin -the tent, pniy carpetsijbut.it w^s pleah.arid ;cPsyy: 
' '.Mukhamedshah; was Van Thtelligeht, and{ in \ his way,' k 
.: educated m^.: He cp-iiid. speak Arabic,-read-the ^pran{ahd fieihadv 




: perfect ma^er^' ^lid ’a.great .deal of, tact. His -favourite subject 
bf.ddn^dfsatidn’.was hpw.the Baslikirs'usedto livein the old days 
.add iidw; much .worse they lived now. In flie old days each had his 
;terit/ n6w;they' Hye^ ;the yeatrround in huts ; before they had had 
.'.large herdaof hprsds, npw'there were sonie who had none;hefore, 

- dozpns" of carayaris'-gathered' at weddings and feasts; they ate 
.^several 'hbfses and many .\shee|); they organised races, drank 
.:vbf/>>;/h•^to. the played on- the flute and on a sort of horn 

. .that was?put down a'inan’s , throat as he lay on his back. 

: '.' hiy . father; hk way of . life of this 

.riphiad people/now-djdng.out 'He said that it reeked of Herodo- 
tiis, bht he^Say .tiiaf it%as being rapidly supplanted by the way of 
’.life'ipf the Russian peasant-labourer. ■ 

; vv'if was .alwayk; surprised^; way the Samara peasants hus- 

handed^their -Soili'All their efforts were concentrated on sdwihg as 
•much^i'wheat ■as' possible:’ They sowed little corn, and no oats or 
hemp, ho vegetal or , potatoes. Therefore if there was a . bad 
-crop bhyitheat, which depended on whether it rmned in May, they 
hbt. oniy'suffered :great: Ibsses but even huager.- It .was an irregular 
^fbrni'of'a^iculture; • 

I.-vk-The/peas^ts /were: all' - state/'peasahts;’j'' that:.is,.,.for .a dong ■ 
■,;time;‘&ey}had • hot 'experienced •.serfdom-under Tandowners. ;-This 
i showed in; then: Confident and 'independent attitude ho us . .They 
did hot treat us as masters, but. as rfch farmers ; they . shobk- hands, 
.l-^with us, vinyited us to -visit; themrahd were hompletely at. their . 
■;ease;v;A.a’ early, as ;:i 871 rny fadier. w^fbfe about- rferh'^that fthe 
, himplicityi' hbhesty,' naivety Und -intelligence; pf these; people are , 

; ..v.ery;;;attmctiye‘;’v;:We b close rffiehdS / yilhl soM^ .. 

;. peasants. ‘.'Ambhg.hhe^ Was iVassili Nildtih, - a steady,: sensible,. ' 
.;-'garhflbuS : m&h; of 'a ;,sixty,.-.'.vdth:; a-'ted .bea^^ . . 

...freckles . on ''his fach- and; afmh.’ He' would,: visit u's, ahh : we;, would 
return thhw drinking hmume cups' of •,tea,:;Sbme- ‘ 

hpfvhis {mannerism's; -.were 'ihcorpbrate inj the.rpe'asant ^Frmis] of f 
;■ h' ; hh'vhhy;-; : ? 

."^e bbughfour ptbvisionsht a matketi whcf e.'duimg'the^^ . ,. •• 

{.rfhereVpvaS ; a';ur'owd 5bf . workmeh 
.■^.hlst^ce.fo pher.thek serfices.; The wage 
; ' of land was deterhunpd on .■thb-^pphand; vaHed'greatly~f^^ three . . ,'• 
, hp;jtwentyrfiye; roubles ; actordihg; to- the ■ harvest.' . -. i I : , s’* I; 



TOLSTOY REMEMBERED BY HIS SON 


wage was low. The following winter there was famine in Samara 
and my father sent out an appeal for help for the starving popula- 
tion. The appeal attracted the attention both of society and the 
State and over two million roubles were collected. 

In the summer my father organised races on the farm, like the 
ancient Bashldr races. I won’t write about these because the 
races which my father organised in 1875 were much more spectacu-. 
lar than the first and put them in the shade.* 

Apart from the races, the chief events of that summer were 
the digging of a hill where some remains of a Scythian tomb were 
found and also tlie triumph of Fedor Fedorovich who killed a 
buzzard; this is a very rare occurrence, as these birds are very alett 
and seldom allow anyone to approach as close as that. At, the end 
of the summer we returned to Jassnaia. 

In the autumn the painter Kramskoy came to Jassnaia. P. 
Tretiakov had commissioned him to paint a portrait of my father 
for his gallery. Kramskoy lived five versts away from Jassnaia 
and came to us every day. My mother commissioned another 
portrait of my father for the house -in Jassnaia and it is still there. 
My father did not like sitting, and Kramskoy, modest as he was, 
did not like to insist. My mother told me that, in fact, he never 
completed the portrait ordered by Tretiakov, that he finished only 
the head and to paint the rest of the body had to fill father’s grey 
blouse with tow. 

On November 9th my brother Peter died of croup. My mother 
was deeply upset by tliis first death of a child. She wrote to her 
brother Stepan, Peter’s godfather, on November i8th; ‘Our little 
Petia died on November 9th. His voice grew very hoarse and he 
died two days later, very quietly passed from sleep to death, 
almost indistinguishably and quietly. AU my joy went with him, 
as if the light had gone out, everything seemed stifiing^ and dark.’ 


18/4 

Our family went on living their busy, quiet life throughout the 
winter of 1873-74. My father was w'^orking on Ama Karenim and 
particularly The Alphabet. ^ '' " 

Reading Aesop’s fables in the original, he compared them with 

•V 

*See page 23. ' 
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.tlioseipf La Fontaine, not to the 'advantage of the Lttef.-He used 
to'say that there/ Was- a lot that v^asj superfluous , and artificial in 
La Fohtaihe,' whereas .Aesop was- a modelbf 'succinctness. For 
instance, in;La F6ntaine’s fable a crow holds a' piece of cheese 
in itsLeakv-La-Fontaine needed the cheese f6r'the,rhyrne:/ro///<7^e. 

Krilov, who did not^know Greek, also wrote about 
the crqw and .the '.cheese. Yet , neither crow nor fox' are likely, to 
feed on, cheese. Aesop did the right thing: he wrote that the crow 
was holding in dts beak a piece of meat. ■ , : 

. y. We. 'tluee, eldet, children, I, Tania and Ilya, had our lesson's 
according to a. weekly schedule, taught by riiotlier, FedorFedorp- 
vich and the English governess. Miss Emily-.; 'We called Leo and, 
Masha the.'little ohek and did hot allow them to take part, in our 
games/ Lep always triedito butt in but we all, and I in patricular, 
kept him aWay,, teased :liim and called' him ‘ Milksop with gravy/, 
because he had bne day poured some gravy over his clothes. . At 
that , time TeO) or Lelia as we called him, was a pretty b.by witii 
chestnut curls; he was Fedot Fedorovich’s favourite and Ilya and 
I were jealpus.i Masha, was. an ugly,. pale,. delicate little. girl; she , 
played'.’ah .ihtignificaht part, in our family life, and . pur mother ' 
liked;her.less than, the other children; she was a sort of Cindeir- 

ellaL'A; . 

.yMy fatlier,. used' to spend a lot. pf time with us; he ta'iight us 
mathematics and composition, but never gave us abstract subjects ‘ 
to/'write/'about. I remember he once told' me to describe Uricle; 
.Ko'stia ahd l didn’t know how to do it. : ; 

; :y{lh'.the evenhigs he told us. stories, read zlond Th Chiidreti of.., 
Cg.pditi:Grat}tyJm^ the Moon and, other book's by Jxiles Yerhe.. 
:'in.theh iUustra.ted,:editionS. We loved, ■these^stories.,- ,v 
: .-;y in the -spring we got the news that Hannah Tardsey had married ' 
i-the- Georgian .Prince, Matchudatze and^ was . ,tp remain . in ' the; 

; Caucasus '. On A^ril ; aand my brother Nicholas was horn.';-; ■■' V;," 

■ V ATmtxTatiar^^^ gradually leaving this life. ..Towards /the';, 
/summer she .kept/entirely to her.bed., Whfie;,‘StiliYpnsciphSj ;she ; 
. was .'sweet and^iendly with everybody. , She .died .Pri ,juheTpthya 
'■,the/;age/pf s'eventy-mne; she. passed away -’very, qhietly/'.as'; thy;,= 
/m'bther Wrote; fd'hef .brotheri -Shortiy befbre;her;deatii,;her: maid, 
;/Aksitua'died;y A A 
'■’■'/-Mter/ deYh Nat^ayphhotnitskaia'deft ' o;ur ; 

Hibuse'mhye./oh.Turgeriet/festateLih an bldp^^ 
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he had founded, where she died. With the departure of these old 
women our house lost the special, old-fashioned, pre-reform, 
gentle, if rather musty atmosphere which they brought into our 
lives. 

In July my father went again to our Samara farm and took me 
with liim, which delighted me, of course. On this trip I was 
surprised to hear my father reprimand a local peasant very 
angrily for appropriating about thirteen dessiatines to his plot. 
Altogether the affairs on the farm were not too prosperous. My 
father had appointed an ignorant peasant, Timofei, as bailiff and he 
proved totally inadequate. My Uncle Sergei used to say about it: 

‘ Leo can allow himself the luxury of taking on bad bailiffs; for 
instance, Timofei will cause him one thousand roubles damage; 
Leo will describe him in a book and receive two thousand roubles 
for the description — so he’ll be one thousand to the good. I can’t 
allow myself such luxury.’ 

We stayed a short time in Samara and returned to Jassnaia in 
August. 

At the end of October my sister Tania, running along a 
polished parquet floor, slipped, fell and broke her collar-bone. 
My father took her at once to the doctor in Moscow, and she soon 
recovered; there were no bad consequences from her fall. 

My mother went on nursing Nicholas this autumn, but felt 
poorly. 

iZyj 

In this year my father continued to work on Aivia Karenina and 
The Alphabet and also devoted some time to music. At one time he 
used to play the piano for about three hours a day: sonatas of 
Mozart, Haydn, Weber, some of Beetlioven’s sonatas, some 
Schubert and Chopin. He also played duets with my mother: 
symphonies, overtures and quartets by Haydn, Mozart, Beethoven 
and Mendelssohn. 

On February zoth, after two weeks of suffering, my youngest 
brother Nicholas, aged ten months, died of meningitis. 

In the winter of 1875 my father’s aunt, who was destitute, 
came from the Tula convent where she had been living, to live in 
Jassnaia in the room below, where Aunt Tatiana had died. She was 
seventy-six years old, and very capricious ; she demanded a lot of 
nursing and was constantly ailing. ' 


zz 
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In the early summer o£ that year, the whole family and Stepan 
Bers went again to the Samara farm. Again Mukhamedshah. came 
with his mares and foals, his old wife, Bis daughter-in-law and 
grandson Hasis, and settled down near by. The chief events of that 
summer were the journey to Busuluk, the races and the attempt 
made by the Kirghiz to steal our horses. 

On June zcjth there was always a fair in Busuluk. My father 
went there partly to buy mares for the stud-farm he intended to 
start, 1 pardy because he liked to see new places. My mother, 
Stepan and we three older children went with him. My impres- 
sions of this trip were: a bad hotel with bedbugs, brown ewes 
with funny crinolines on their backs, herds of untrained horses, 
their wild galloping, the ardent, hoarse voices of the Bashkirs and 
the Kirghiz; general animation and dust, dust, dust. Behind 
Busuluk was a monastery where a hermit, a simple peasant, lived 
in a cave he had dug himself. My father was very much interested 
in him and talked to him at length. 

At the end of the summer my father informed the Bashkirs as 
well as the other people living in the neighbourhood that on 
August 6th, his Saint’s Day, he would organise races on a course 
of fifty versts. The prizes were: a young bull, a gun, a watch, a 
Bashkir gown. A great crowd foregathered; tiie whole steppe was 
agog. The grey Bashldr caravans sprang up on it like large 
mushrooms, carts and wicker carriages stood about with the 
« shafts raised in the air, horses grazed on the meadows, bonfires 
burned and Bashkirs, mounted and on foot, roamed around. To 
feed them my father gave a fat, limping foal and a few sheep; 
kumiss flowed in abundance and the Bashkirs rej oiced like children, 
played the flute and the horn, sang and danced and talked end- 
lessly. 

Before the races my father suggested to those who wanted, to 
fight and tug with a stick. I and my friend, Timrot, the son of a 
neighbouring farmer, began the competition. He was victorious 
which was a cruel disappointment to me. This is how one tugs 
with a stick; you sit down opposite each other, heels touching: 
each grasps the stick with both hands and tries to lift the other. 
My father lifted everyone except the fat village elder; he couldn’t 
lift him simply because the elder weighed no less than ten pouds 
(four hundred pounds). x 

On an even place in the steppe a circle of five versts was 
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marked out with a deep furrow, which had to he raced round ten 
times. Thirty-two horses were in the race, among them one of 
ours, four or five belonging to Russian peasants, and the rest were 
Bashkir horses. The jockeys \vere young boys who were dis- 
tinguished by the various coloured kerchiefs they wore round their 
heads. 

The organisation of tlie race was not very efficient. When the 
horses had already started, my father moved the finish to a 
considerable distance from the start (so that the distance should 
be exactly fifty versts) and this upset the calculations of the 
participants. Then die mounted Bashldrs who were not in the 
races dashed about the circle, encouraging their horses and 
bewildering the others. Only seven horses reached the end, the 
others having moved out of the circle. The first prize was won by 
a Bashkir horse that had raced the distance in one hour thirty-nine 
minutes ; the second winner was our horse ; the other prizes were 
won again by Bashldr horses and only one Russian horse got a 
prize. The Russians were disgruntled and said that the Bashkirs 
had upset their horses. But on the whole a lot of fun was had by 
all. 

My father had planned to have a large stud at the Samara 
farm. By crossing trained English and Russian trotters with wild 
Kirgliiz, Kalmilc and Bashkir animals it was hoped to get strong, 
enduring horses, particularly suitable for cavalry. The conditions 
in the Samara steppes for such a stud were very favourable. The 
steppe hay, grown on almost virgin soil, was as nourishing as 
oats, and there were plenty of meadows. To fulfil this plan my 
father bought several beautiful pedigree horses and a great 
number of steppe mares. 

One evening, towards the end of the summer, the grooms who 
were looking after tlie grazing horses, came tearing home to the 
farm witli the news that some Kirghiz men had pounced on the 
horses and galloped away with about forty of them. The method 
of the Kirghiz horse-diieves was to chase die horses behind the 
Ural — about, two hundred versts away — ^regardless of the fact 
that some of the animals could not survive such a distance; for 
beliind the Ural it was impossible to retrieve the stolen horses. 

The farm was alarmed. A chase was organised on the remaining 
horses. Several Russian grooms went with them and tlie Bashkir 
Lutai, a good, primitive man and a * tough ’ who was not with the 



Korses^'butathomelwKen;^^^^^ were 

caugiit. 'iLufei, with wild oifes," qmte= fearless, rusH^^ them. 

There was, a fight >w^ith'Whipsi, Lutai was ,ba^^ tip, but the 

the horses. and g^ibped . . ■ - 

'’’ Tiie wheat crop that year was good.-Dtiring. the harvest the 
harvesters.liy:ed'for whole weeks on the steppe, It was a tremen- 
dously, .busy, sc^e,- tsnth' tentSi hbrseSj bonfires. , Some of the • 
harvesters; c^e ’ from long distances. There was an old Tartar 
w;hb had. come on foot from Kazan, one thousand versts away, 
with his wife, a httie girl of eight with a mouth askew, and a 
sucldih'g baby whom he and his, wife pushed all this distance in a ■ 
H^ehart.;My mother tbok'ah interest in this family and helped . 
■them with food and: clothes.' One day'she gave the .httle girl a 
huh; Shehkedit sb much that every. tithe she met my mbther she 
.Wbvhd say h,‘ Auntie/ giye ■ ' ^ ■ 

'h.;At-ffiat' time die watchmah^ at die farm was also an old;' be- 
drkggled, dirty and good-natured Tartar Babai. ' In' the evenings 
he sang' WsvTartar 'songs, and banged an old pad ■ widv a stick. 

. Sometimeshe;wouId .come to Mukhamedshah, 'Stop thnidly atthe 
■dobr’-of hihcarayan', piay as befits; a. Moslem,, hbldihg.,1^ hands 
over his face, and greet him respi‘l'MuIly. Mukhamedshah' would 
; tell bifh’ to sit down and offer him mare’s .'rhdk. When he saw this, 
my.father saidii' Hbw reverehtly the'Mbtiems keep the-iaws of 
hospitality. Mukhamedshah, : an; aristocrat ,hy - comparison,- : teUs. 

: the beggair, Babd, to sit down arid offers . hihi refreshments. jWe 
■Ghristiaris 'don’t behave like that with beggars.‘’'s\..' ' .v/.* ■ 

.}/;:IniAugrist/we returned to-. Ja^naia/;/ V , , > 

> My ■mother was "prCgnarit arid >feehrig. .yefy ;iU,-: She- had '.a -sort . 
■■bf fever and in the autumn^ we were- aU 'sttickeri. with fw 
','cdri^ arid she c^ghtit frbria us;;- ^ • 

; r'i-temember an odd.event connected ywth.tiiat penbd.'Myf^ 
'hsuady washed ^du^^ the room rindef the tittirig-roorh; ' 

'.which had beeriMs .study.- Then, in Ms dressing-gowri; hewould . 
• SP;;id ‘ &e hedropm he - shared '^ith'my mbtheh^ I ,my hrotiier ■ 

Ilya slept -at; tiiat .;t^e -in; ;tiie -room ‘.betiye^^ 

' i^hiMd ■ room.;., Oriei autumri'' mght.’I up^aboiit 'fnidriight . 

;|^‘^i^g h>y ' Other’s desperate ■screariasi 3 h 

was d^M .screamed- again. 'i walked 
:’;°hhmtd.the''h^ ^d.heard-'myrmbthehfimmng dov^^ 

:;yWth aharidle.;v? v/ih'':'?'; h.-;v h;,.\ 
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Very upset, she asked: ‘ What happened, Levochka?’ 

He replied: ‘ Nothing. I lost my way.’ 

After that my mother had a bad attack of whooping, with 
wheezing and breathlessness and for a long time she was unable to 
settle down. It turned out that my father had no matches and 
passing from his study upstairs he lost his way in the hall. I 
can’t explain this otherwise than by a pathological condition. 
Evidently on that night he was in the state of mind which he called 
the ‘ Arsamass misery ^ ^ O'", 

Soon after that my mother had m take to' her bed. The con- 
scientious doctor Knertzer, who came from Tula, found that she 
was suffering from some kind of fever as her temperature rose 
every day, and filled her with quinine which seemed to do her no 
good. Then my father wrote to Dr. Zaldiarin asking him either 
to come himself or to send a good doctor from Moscow. Zak- 
harin sent his assistant Chirkov. Knertzer’s diagnosis proved to be 
wrong. Chirkov diagnosed peritonitis, prescribed an appropriate 
treatment and my mother’s condition improved immediately. But 
owing to this illness she gave premature birth to a girl, Varia, on 
November ist, who lived only for an hour. 

On December 22nd my fa^Aer’s aunt Pelagea, who liv^ below 
in the wing, died at the age of seventy-seven. Her death was 
caused by a fall when she was hanging something in her room. She 
died in great suffering and kept saying to my mother: ^ Je suis si 
Men ches^ vans, je tie venx pas monrir^ 

My father was the one who was the most affected by her death. 
He wrote to A. Tolstoy in March 1876: ‘ It is strange, but 
the death of this old woman has affected me more than .any 
other death. I will miss her, miss this last memory of the past 
generation of my father, my mother. I couldn’t bear to see her 
suffer. But in this death there is also something else, which I 
can’t describe to you, but one day will tell you about it. Not an 
hour passes without my thinldng about her. It is all right for you 
believers but more difficult for us.’ 

Beginning with this autumn a music teacher, A. Michurin, . 
started coming once a week to Jassnaia to give piano lessons to 
me, Tania and Bya. Michurin was the son of a serf musician who 
taught himself to play the piano and the fiddle. The son played 
unimaginatively and coldly, but he loved music and was a con- 
scientious teacher. He was a quick-tempered man and though I 
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'T, , .Oditii aqui— ioox 


'lifedfmy^jmusic siefit,ine;;jn;tO'.avsort ;pf 

-totpori;'^^'^. I .made a M ipull. my,:Jiands from the 

: K%s:'ahd?s^y V. Begin/agaih.’ ^en I repeated my mistake he, said ; 
:,.7-|3oh’t ^aze.'at ,Ae Iceys. Vith'a, look, play the piece:again.’ 

: Xfelt;lost, middled,: ahdt^^^ 

: me homeworkf^ do for aAyeek;ahead, during whicii week I played 
without anyhodyppdirertm only whaphe had^given me 

rt 0 rd 6 ,';jP;:::-pP 7 'O'''-; p- i-'-i '■ ''''.i;-.',' 

...viDurihg .the school year of .1875-76 my. father read , to us Jules 
.iYetnd’S vhook ,BoW in Eighty pajs. That-.book was. not 

liilustratedrahd“he :added the illustrations himself^ mudb to -our 
;,de%ht; He did not dpaw very wellj but his drawings were.original. 
^We loved them and waited impatiently for the next instalment; 
•'jWere’.^featly mtrigu^'as Id, whether Mr, Fogg w.ould win his bet 


vDudhg ihe winter df-';i^ father' continued ;to work , on 

■'AtUmKawmai^ a; great deal and busied himself. 

;!.widi. the;brgahisa,ddn of a. teachers’ seminar;- .Unfortunately', his 
otiginjd/.schemc. Jot aieachets’-settunap.did'.not: materialise. His 
idea>was;.'to, reemithnd .train-^y^ .teachers ; from, among die 
•do^i •peasants. 'Such ;.teachers, living at .hbrne and, dontinuing-po 
■ workiheif land would content themselves with small salaries . and 
i-wbuld motVstrive ;to!vchange :,their.!profession bf; teaching' Jor 

'' _■ .I in'.?'-' ■* r. .I’l •. ,.i'- ’ /• 1 ■ 



]; Jd, vRey,. ^ lessOiis, history and geography with 'my ' 

;, mbthH, matherhatics. OT My father; decided to .put,- 

;my;.lmbwledge:-tb the-test and .asked, the 'director -of a schboi in 
..iiTula tb'let me. passa bial.written'examinatioh ffo^ thie thir d tnthp- 
. '.fddrdibiass . in .five subjects,. I passed, jny::^ 

; Jm^ejp^cs,;,^e^ arid Hr enchy but ;;gdt ^bad matlpfbr iatim 
Those ^ere:.my :fe^ and efter that I had sOmeVeyery i 

i spring :;lrdth : thexschodlbbys '^bf ' Tula. jMj "father-itodk Va’ great"’ 
.interest in .them- He, wrqfefbn Mayd atli jb Fef;,|^^ 
mp;with;Serejha’S|;ex^ihati6np;thatlkgmbri;theH7th;’;Fdr;me- 
;^yjyefe;e^;g^at;eyjmit;.becm .Hmade 

';'^^ds;wiihbbysmfmybwn^e:T;gt<^^ 
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Upset when they treated me with a , certain cdndekensioh,.; 
though they were quite friendly too'. ^ ' ■ . ■ • v ■ 

My father, fearing that they might teach me some vice, warned- 
me not to get too intimate with any of them except one bOy/ t^^^^ 
son of Count Dmitri Tatishchev, with whom ! 'became' ^ 
friends but not for long. That fine boy died about two years' afte'r 
I came to know him. He fell under a train by accident, .the wheels : 
cut off both his legs and he died soon afterwards. "Later I made' ' 
friends with two other schoolboys, Khitrovo ■ and Biioldpv; 1 
Khitrovo played the fiddle and loved music passionately. rLatef . 
he became a convinced democrat, in spite of being the son of a:; 
policeman; he died young. Blioklov became a radical and :a Ideal 
government statistician near Tver. ' ■ - ‘ 

Apart from these two, I had another friend in Tula two years 
older than myself, Baron Anton Delvlg, nephew of the poet. 0ur?. 
families were also on friendly terms. The Delvigs were, a ;patri--. 
archal, traditional, orthodox, provincial landowner’s family, of 
modest means. The family consisted of the father, the younger,' 
brother of the poet, his wife, an energetic little woman^ a . good .,, 
housewife and the jealous motlier of two daughters, of my frieiid,";; 
Anton, who was called the Turk at school because of his' cOrp.ti- ’'," 
lence, and of three younger brothers. The Delvigs came 'toj JaSsVy.. 
naia, and we went to Tula; we gave amateur performances with,; j 
them, played rounders and other games, but thefc was'':n67reH? ; 
intimacy between us. 

From 1876 the Kusminslds began coming to us again ;eyery . 
summer and lived independently in one of the wings. My . cousin 
Varia came with her husband, HippoHte, and the' latter’s brother, 
Nicholas Nagotnov. He was a virtuoso on the fiddlef not .well- 
known in Russia but very successful abroad, especi^y in TMy; 
His powerful, deep way of interpreting music -v^aR one 
most vivid musical impressions. L remeriiber his imterpretafidn. . 
of the and jLegend by Weniavsky, Mozart’s 'Spnatas, " . 

particularly the delightful adagio in the G Flat sonata, .the sohatinay 
of Schubert and Weber and the ’Kreui^^er Sonata, Tn',the eaMer;:.;; 
pieces my father played the piano part and' in .die' rndre difficult 
' oney Aunt Masha or Michurin.My faiier did not Hke Nagqrndy.; ;; 
as an individual.; I remember How angry he was'-when NagdrnqVjt :• 
after having drunk foo .muchj'droye to .a.hUiit withjsdme other , 
sportsmen, and shot a Hog in the middlenf the village/because it y : 
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was pursuing our, setter. The owners of the dog came to tprriplain 
after Nagorndy had left and my faftier had' to 'pay , compensation; 
Nfagbrnov': ,resembied .the. diaracter of . Truldbachevsky- in miy , 
father’s ndyel, Theyoi-eul^er Sonata, and! am certain that he thought' , 
of liihi'when he was writihg it. ‘ 

0 n September 3rd my father took his nephew Nicholas and left 
for ithd ' Samara farni, and from there went -to 'Orenburg td buy 
horses. :In, Orenburg he saw the governor-general whom .he had 
known at Sebastopol. He also became acquainted there with a 
merchant, Deiev, who traded with Turkestan. Deiev took [a great 
fancy' to- him . arid' presented him. witli a tiger’s skin which'^iriy 
fathey gave:to;:my sister Tariia when he returned to Jassnaihi 'My 
fathMtdid.us that Deiev’s grandfather had made his fdrturie selling 
R^ussiari 'girls. to Central Asiatic harems. , ' ■ , ■ 

V.In^the spring, of 1877 I had to have sixteen oral, and written 
exattiiriatidris iri' order to pass from the fourth into the fifth .class 
and’wa's working hard for. them. From September onwards we 
worked according to a schedule, from six to eight hours a day. 
Now'^and; theri there were digressions:- my brother Ilya arid’ I 
wduid'gp.for a day’s shooting pr take a wallc after liiricheori that 
lasted rnpre- than the preordained time.-But on the whole .we'kept 
to the . schedule; In the everiings rriy father read to us in 'Frerich 
l^i‘.Tms: Monsquetaires Alexandre Dumasi omitting .the, pas- ■ 

sages ^rinsuitable for. children. We listened to him eagerly'.;', ■. 
jiri &e'auturrin the atmosphere in. Jassnaia became glooriiyj- Oh 
September. 1 5 th , my . mother wrote to . her sister : , ‘' The . snow ’ Kas . 
cdvered all' the . ground here arid -life has become dark and horrid. . 
I'ajri.tryinglto teaf 'myself awayj 'but I don’t Icripw if I’ll succeed. 
LeP is cpristaridy. disappointing me, .constantly thr pWhag cold water . 
primyrintHusiasms,". That is prpbably . why'Tiiave ceased tofseek' 
jpy-.m .trie riipre serious ; interests,! used' tp ipursuej' but interest; . 
myself- :6nly. in;,riipmeririLryi ;triffirig tWngs,’;s6.iohg>sf they.fbringJ ;■ 
,fpr ,a few imnutesi Led -keeps 'sayihg'that.eyerytlhrig for-; - 
lufois fimshedjithht death iknear, diat .npd'ungfcaririririg'Hmrihy 
l?^.9^^;'.Tl^^.®hre, that he has'friptlfihg more' -to . expect -Trom lifei j A 
Wh^; j d]^.;cariiriem bri:ydtrip^ ?*.■■ V d 'y ft'*- 

: ' ! . hft the pdridV ffozej Tahia*nyai VLedj .:Pur ?t^^ 

mdi^d-goyerriesses arid Iriega&-fo.:skate;vSptri 
jhiried-usynd-akp .'the ripyxftf trie _'^Uage.:-^etcriafodririerih'ofo 
jftrilhcd*pyeri:sdGks';rrolied;dPwrifdte:fice'^ 
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■ Spiritual-abyss that existed between them/He decided tD accept oh 
fiaith the dogmas^ the' sacraments, the miracles— in; a word,- all 
, that his reason rejected— and to accept them, with huniility, 'as the 
, necessary act of submission of individual to collective reasbh^ 
that of the church. His intellect soon overcame this ^ imposed 
philosophy, but in 1877 he was a zealous orthodox. He did not try 
to force or persuade anyone in his family id believe as he did; 
true, no one- opposed him, though no one encouraged Him either. 
My mother considered herself an orthodox, but she had little 
interest' in religion and we children had no conscious attitude to 
these questions. I tried to imitate' 'my father and be a good 
orthodox, but something in me inwardly protested agdnst it.; I 
cortld hot but feel the absurdity of such miracles as Joshua stop- 
ping the sun- during the battle, or the ascent of -Elijah to Heavenj 
Jonah and;the whale, the resurrection of Lazarhs, die resurrection' 
■andr.ascensidh of Clirist and particularly the transforrnatidn of 
wine and bread into the flesh and blood of Christ. We .’said our 
. prayers. My mother taught us to say ‘ Our Father ’ before going 
;t6 sleep and ‘ Hatl,' Mary .’. Also a prayer for our family and all 
prihddox Christihis. But this was done, automatically.' 

• ' '- In the spring, to the delight of my teachers and; 'myself,"! 
passed all tiie examinations which promoted me from the fourth 
. class ihto tiae. 'fifth, and I got a formal certificate' saying so/;:;:'. 

;i ': .jhe Turltish war was in full swing and my father tdoic a great 
finteresf in it; At first he was rather pesshmstic as to'its issue. I 

- remember how upset he was at the news Of -the; defeat at -Plevha. 
;; ; ;Befdre the . start of the school year my father began, to ’ look 
fdr'Sndther Russian teacher. He was also looking "for a.' baiM 
■for th'e Samam He found both iiirough a rnidwjfe in *1012; 

; their harries were Alexeev and Bibikov. My father;used to say 

i,°!5^g.ty';,',The midwife has recommended two nihilists to frie.''' 
. i’R speaki of .Bibikov,- the bailifff later. Now let me. 'say-a ' few 
words abputiyassiH Ivanovich’ Alexeev, my tutor; I wrote do.Wh 
yt theitime^what told me about himself. :' • ' ' ■ ■■ ; 

’'-His ;fa&ef j.waSiadahdOwnef ;ih ’the . Pskov; district,'' ah;', officer 

- of ;tlie ‘most -Oid-fashioried 

: mother' wds a; peasaht,’^^^^^^ 

y'su'bjugatedvby -.her; husband; .Jari; exceedihgiy’l^ 

. - rmOffief pf ;eight "chil^ehl' After ; finishing his ; Pskov • ^riariasium 
;ya^siH : went; tti i^efsburg mni^ Ip'^ead' matfemati^ arid 
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' Hisf convictions -were not ;Original. and were based partly on 
3^istian> etincs^ partly on the social ideas of European thinkers. 
J^batycame from him was his pure heart and search for truth and 
dndriess. ;l'o,> live, by his own labour, cliiefly manual, to, try to 
riye:-ffie' people more tlian you take from them, to follow the 
ohristian/rule: not to do unto others what you worildn’t have 
hem- db';to yourself; to work out, with die help of science, the 
ight.Views; on social problems, to open men’s eyes to the in- 
ustices of the existing social order — ^this is what his general out- 
obk consisted of. He, believed that the ways of life can improve 
inly-df people thernselyes become more moral. His attitude to 
rhurch teachings was negative, but not hostile. 

' Before .the appearance of Vassili Ivanovich the relationship 
jetween our teachers and ourselves was a more or less official 
)ne(except for Hannah Tardsey). They did their duty but without 
iny pleasure. Vassili Ivanovich was the first teacher who sincerely 
vished not only to impart some knowledge to us, but also to give 
is a certain spiritual education. I became greatly attached to him, 
ind.feU under his influence. I am grateful, even now, for the 
jpod seed he sowed in my heart. He is not to blame if they did riot 
ill bear fruit.; , 

. .'At; first he had, no doubt, a certain influence also on my 
ather’s outlook on Christianity, wliich was then in an embryonic 
itate, but later it was Vassili Ivanovich who completely fell under 
ny: father’s spell, so that he could .be truthfully called the' first 
Colstoyan. 

Apart from Vassili Ivanovich my father engaged two. school- 
3bys from Tula to read classics with me and my brother Ilya ; they 
:ame, on Saturdays, gave us lessons that, evening and early ,on 
Sunday, planned my work for the week and then returned to Tula. 

in Jariuarjr a great change occurred in the lives of iriy . brothers and. . 
h^elfi. M. ^ey was discharged. My father went tp Moscow to-lopk 
'brraribther tutor arid ori January 25 th, Monsieur M.'.Nief arrived. 
^'^Me-he lived in bur house, I never knew that his name was riot 
. -^t/hli,'' but . Jules , Montels, frpm' an old '‘French Tamily, a 
riscbunt,:'i;h’elieve.; He^ belonged to the cbmrnuhalistic, govern- , 
hen't of ;i87i.::and .hyed in Russia'in>hidihgj'ririder ajpseudoriyrn. - ^ 
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He mustliave told tliaf to my'father befdl'e 'he was enga^^^ 
only learnt about it when he left. I,' remembered iater . a, converk^^ 
tion i had with him on the FrancorPrussian wif. I'teased'h^ ori^ 
day: ‘ Fine people, the French 1 To' launch ;a civil war'^^W^^ 
Germans were at the doors of Paris !;lHe got very- angry and said: ' 
‘ Je votis defends de me purler de ce molncnt d^.f histbirefrdn^ise^^^^^^ 
silent. Fie never tried to inculcate, In ' us ^ny .favol^^^ 
communistic ideas; but he had nothing, good to say . abodt. Jesuits" 
and advised us to read Proudhon’s; book; 

KevoJution et dans rE^glise. My father had brought, babk ,, tin 
in i860 from one of his foreign trips. Ivan ^Turgenev,. when !he 
came to know him, said that he belonged to tlie rank and filefj^pe 
of ‘ Communards Nief waa a very decent, gay,' gdbdrhato 
but quick-tempered man. ' ' ' •; ; V-'-': dy !^^V^ 

That Winter my father u^ent oh giidngme lessdhs ih & 
read the Odyssey. He did not dema-nd'afty grammaticd ‘analysis, 
but merely a translation from'the Greqk into Russian.T remember' 
what an artistic enjoyment I got frdm thedcscription of theatoti^^ 
and of Ulysses on the Greek islands., At tliat peripdT feadd IqtMT 
indiscriminately. ■ 

In the winter of 1877-78 my father --began do -detach 'hl^^ 
from orthodoxy arid studied the gospels. At the sariie;timdlie was 
planning a novel on the life of the'.D.ekabrifts^tvbf .the reig^ 
Nicholas I and of the life of the' settlers;'^’‘':V'"^;y:'i’;:; ;;, 

At the beginning of March he went to Moscow 'srid to „Peters- 
burg. In Petersburg he signed the purchase deed fprfthe.estatedf 
Bistrdm, adjoining the Samara: farni'. ' He bought -djjqp d^siatjries ■ 
from Bistrom -at twelve roubles :the dessiadrie, SQ ''^ 

, previous 1,800 dessiatiries this becariie 'a . big property:; Tesid^ 

. tliis he gathered a ’ lot Wf 'material ;in} Petersburg Tor;' his;;>futum 
writings . He questioned tlie , lady-in-widtiri.g, ■; Cpuritess ,Tolst:pyj : 
' ' abpuf the intimate hfe ; of Nicholas I, Pxahiiried Vibe Cells 

T-The /Dekabrists Were, a„secret' reyolurionarj)'' pbKdcalbpnfederatipri 
,, formed.; ini i8zi-i Szz/ m^nly composed . of .noblemen ,;aridAoffic^^^^^ 

. revolt ; of the ;Dekabrists .rpp 'place i 'on.the day.'pf Nicbpla^^^^ 

• : ;ascensidri.,to;,the tlrione, December I4ti'i,v i^z7.;:ItWaSLquashed prirtbei 
; .yisamepigHt-^d most of .the^memhefs; Were 'execu^ of deported, to, 
if .'Siberia. /Their object: was , die, aboH'riori'pf 'aUtocmcy; arid ;.serfdqmi, 

■ ; .; They Warit'ed- 'an armyWeyolutibri led .by officers','- fo 
■ ; Widtpupihepeoplef y;;;; 

;y;-d 34 ;V;Vp. 
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Peter and Paul fortress where Dekabrists had been imprisoned, 
came to know some Dekabrists or people who had known them, 
and so on. He said that just as he had written War and Fence 
fifty years after 1812, now he could write about the Dekabrists 
about fifty years after 1825. He considered this lapse of time 
sufficient in order to consider the events from an historical point 
of view and at the same time not too distant to lose the freshness 
of memory about it. He repeated, for instance, a story that had 
been told to him by one of the Dekabrists, Svistunov. When 
Svistunov, his hands in chains, was going to Siberia on a troika 
with another prisoner, Zavalishin, tlie latter said to him, pointing 
to the chains; ‘ I should have become an ADC instead of being 
chained like this! ’ ‘ Then I understood,’ said Svistunov, ‘ that 
he was not one of us, for we were proud of our chains.’ My 
father had a very high opinion of the Dekabrist Lunin and told us 
how Lunin, while he was chained to a cart, made jokes that made 
the guardian, a fat German major, laugh. 

I can’t remember whether it was in Moscow or Petersburg that 
my father met Alexander II. They met face to face on the stairs, 
coming from a photographer’s shop. He made way to Jet the 
Emperor pass. The fear in Alexander’s steely eyes surprised him; 
‘Like a tracked beast’s,’ he said later, ‘Alexander must have 
thought that I, a man he knew nothing about, was going to 
kni him.’ 

On March yth my mother wrote to her sister; ‘ JLeva’s health 
Is not bad, but he is frail, something is wrong with his stomach, 
his general condition and mood, also he has become prone to 
colds. And what is more, he can’t write or work. That poisons 
his life.’ 

That year my father again planned to go to the farm in Samara 
for his cure and to make arrangements about the newly acquired 
land. My mother did not want to go at aU. She found it difficult 
and tiresome to travel so far with the whole family and the child, 
Andriusha, whom she was still nursing, and to live that sort of 
Robinson Crusoe hfe. And in addition it meant missing her sister 
and her family who had been coming to Jassnaia for the summer. 
‘ I must admit that to me it is worse than prison,’ she wrote to her 
sister. But she felt it was her duty to go for two months. 

That spring I passed my written examinations into the sixth 
class and my mother decided to leave after my last examination, on 
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July loth. My father, with M. Nief, Ilya and Leva, had gone 
before and lost his wallet on the journey. 

This time we stayed in the house on the newly acquired 
property. It stood in front of a dirty pond with willows surround- 
ing it and was larger than the other Samara house, but the land- 
scape and the remoteness from other habitations was the same. 
Again Mukhamedshah was invited; he had by now married another 
wife. The bailiff was a friend of Vassili Ivanovich, also a ‘ ni- 
hiUst ’. 

Bibikov was the son of rather a rich landowner, of ‘ good 
family ’ as it was said at the time; he had finished a course of 
natural science in Kharkov university and was a liberal-minded 
magistrate in the government of Kaluga. After the attempt on the 
life of the Emperor in 1866 he had been arrested, imprisoned in 
the fortress where he spent six months and, though he was 
acquitted at the trial, deported to Siberia. After eight years in 
deportation he was allowed to live in his small estate near Tula, 
but without the right to leave it. There he gave all his land to the 
peasants, married a peasant woman, but soon left her and married 
another one, by whom he had several children. When I knew him; 
he had the right to live where he wanted, but was still under 
police supervision. 

Bibikov was of middle height, sturdy, muscular and handsome. 
His kind blue eyes bulged slightly and his pleasant smile had a 
tinge of irony in it; he always walked hurriedly. In a Russian 
jacket and shirt and high soft boots, wMi a square, reddish beard, 
he tried to adopt the appearance of a peasant but I doubt whether 
he succeeded. The saying goes that ‘ you’d recognise a priest even 
in a sheepskin ’, and you could see at once that he was of a 
different class. He was restrained and gentle in manner, never 
raised his voice and on principle addressed everyone as ' you ’, 
which greatly surprised the peasants. When I got to Icnow him, he 
was not a revolutionary and refuted the possibility of progress 
through a change in the way of life other than by a general 
improvement of morality. In this he agreed with Vassili Ivanovich 
and my father, and disagreed with the young. His aim was to live 
morally in this life, without expecting a reward in the next. He 
said that in a healthy constitution all demands must be satisfied 
normally, harmoniously. To Hve well means to live normally, 
harmoniously. He approved of the idea of an agricultural com- 
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to another horse — a trained one, already saddled. Then a Bashkir 
jumped on each of them and the mouth was loosened. The horse 
did not come to its senses at once and stood for a second or two in 
Bewilderment, after which it started to buck ftantically and lack 
with both front and hind legs. The chief danger for the trainer 
of a wild horse is that it should fall and wallow on the ground. To 
protect himself from this the Bashkir who sat on it hit it with aU 
his might and the one on the trained horse pulled it towards him.’ 

After several critical moments the wild horse broke away and 
both Bashkirs galloped over the steppe and disappeared. They 
returned, very calmly, in half an hour. The horses were trotting 
gently, all covered with foam, and the Bashidrs smiled, revealing 
their dazzling teeth: a wild horse had been conquered by man. 

One of my greatest enjo3^ments was to ride on the steppe on a 
semi-trained horse. Sometimes the horses would run away with 
me, but that wasnft dangerous: there were no obstacles on the 
steppe, no hedges, no ditches or trees. I would gallop along, 
holding on to the mane, my shirt blowing in the wind. 

On Jime 29th we drove in a large company to the fair at 
Busuluk in various vehicles. My parents went and we three older 
children, N. Strakhov and Monsieur Nief. Busuluk is eighty 
versts away and it took us the whole day. When it grew dark and 
we were approaching the village the shaft of the wheel which 
hadn’t been oiled by the coachman, took fire and we stopped ^in 
the middle of the field, wondering what to do. The drivers tried 
to cool the shaft by urinating on it, using Gulliver’s method of 
putting out the fire in the Lilliput Idngdom, as Monsieur Nief 
remarked. But this did not prove sufficient and the wheel had to 
be replaced by a lever which scraped along the earth mercilessly 
and forced us to move at a tortoise’s pace. The usually impertur- 
bable N. Strakhov suddenly lost his tempet: 

* You oafs ! you idiots ! ’ he roared. ‘ Going on a long journey 
and not oiling your shaft! You oafs! ’ 

His well-groomed, spade-shaped beard trembled with wrath 
and we could hardly restrain our laughter. 

At the beginning of August the whole family returned to 
Jassnaia where the Kusminskis had already settled in. 

On August 8th Ivan Turgenev came to Jassnaia for the first 
time after his quarrel with my father. On September and he 
returned again. 
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In Sef)tember a bard, a teller of folk tales, a peasant from 
Arcbangelsk, called Shchegolenkov, came to us. He was a small, 
good-natured old man, bandy-legged, a cobbler by profession. 
He ale with the servants in their quarters and in the evenings he 
had tea with us. My father used to write down his stories, particu- 
, lady the legends. Several of his popular stories have been drawn 
from Shchegolenkov’s tales. 

My father used to go shooting a lot that autumn; I was unable 
to go with him because of ill-health. The autumn was so warm that 
on October yth, my sister Tania’s birthday, we had a picnic in the 
forest, where we grilled shashliks and fried some eggs. 

Our visits to our Tula friends became more frequent. One of 
them, the Vice-Governor Urussov, could be called one of the 
first Tolstoyans, though he didn’t look like the later, down- 
trodden Tolstoyans. He agreed with my father especially on 
matters of religion and philosophy. He was always impeccably 
dressed, meticulously polite and spoke perfect French. He led a 
modest life, was kind to everyone and tried as far as it was possible 
to Soften the harshness of his administrative functions. I did not 
much care for him, though; he seemed to me a somewhat artificial 
person. His face, though not young, was completely unwrinlded 
.. and lacked all expression and his philosophical deliberations were 
obscure and unoriginal. In society circles he did not have the 
reputation of an intelligent man, and my father, though he 
protested against this opinion, seemed to adapt himself to his 
limited understanding when he talked to him. 

, Urussov was not happy in his family life and in spite of having 
several children, he lived apart from his wife. His wife lived 
permanently in Paris. 


IS/P 

This letter of my mother’s describes how we spent Christmastide 
that year: 

‘The Christmas holidays went off very gaily. The first day 
was quiet, with making the pudding, rehearsals and preparations 
for the show. On the second day we went to Tula to dine with the 
Delvigs. After dinner, again a rehearsal and then dancing. 
Suddenly someone mentioned the circus . . . We went to the 
circus. From there to supper and tea at the Delvigs, On the third 
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day Nicholas Tolstoy with his wife came - to stay ' anci.'Strakhbv 
from Petersburg. On the fourth day ah the, DHvigs cameTo w^^ 
In the morning a rehearsal, then dinner for twehty-byo. & 
the evening everybody went sleigh-driving,: three indath’sleiglij 
without a coachman. , ; 

‘ There was a lovely Christmas tree' on NeW;vYear’s, Evei un- 
usually well-decorated this year. We .saw the New. Yead ^ 
champagne. The show was on January 3rdi ; with mani^:&^ 
from town and all the staff in^attendance. TEe first; play 
Adventurous Grandmother a great success. Tania played the. part 

of Glasha yery nicely. The Delvigs also were' exceileht ; and 
Sergei played the part of a jeune premier very well. 'But in the second 
play. The Uniform) alas, there were many rnishaps. Ilya : kept: 
fluffing liis lines and this confused and muddled , Sergei' who. had 
the main part of Rasgildiaiev, After the show eVerybody'diessed. 
up in fancy dress, danced a quadrille, a valse; the nhildreh; wc?^ 
again allowed to stay up for supper and went to bed at t a.m.’ 

I remember what a mess I made that mght : of rny part ;p£ 
Rasgildiaiev, but not because of anything Ilya, did, simply because 
I lack talent for the stage. My .sister Tania,: on the; contrary,' 
always excelled at acting and played in many amateur , shows, . v :.:-; 

At the end of January my modier went for ten'days to Moscow 
and took Tania and me with her. We hadnT:been in, Moscow since 
our early childhood. ‘ My litde jungle-dwellers found everything 
very exciting,’ my mother wrote about us. We visited for the first 
time the Kremlin, the Palace, the cathedrals,; the Arsenal, picture 
galleries, shops, and went for the first time to the. opera. They 
were giving Mascarade,'^i^ Marius and Volpini; I was. brought, up' 
on classical music and didn’t much like the Italians, thought, some 
of the tunes stuck in my memory. In the theatre Tania made uS all 
laugh by asking, ^ Is it true that Marius in re^ life is the husband 
of Volpini? ’ ■ 

Back in Jassnaia wc resrmed a regtdar life and ; I began tp 
prepare zealously for tny^exarninationsi ; ' ^ S 

, , One day rnyTather "read inithe.papersabqurthe. attempt, on-the 

.life of -Alexander H.-and .began.po;; translate, the; pafagraphrfor 
Monsieur ■Nief.,.;When :.he . c^e; fp'. the sentence: *.bht: .G^ 
preserired . his; anointed serymt,’ ■ he ' stopped, -.forgetting^^^te to 
trmsiate the word { anointed . d conserve son -.5 ; ■; 

he repeatedi seedling, for 
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- {^ Son suddenly Monsieur Nief, came to his help and 

twecpuldmorie of us^^h^^ , - . 

passed the .difficult . examinations from the 
shith:into 'the seventh class. My father wrote to.Fet, on May 25th 
that he ■couldn’t go ;to see him because he was detained: ‘ by 
vafious triiaes: the,to^ have- gone, tomorrow I have to go to 
.' ^ula-tp: discuss. Sergei’s examinations, then the baby is ill, etc. 

; Tfiermain' reason is .the, boy’s '.exarninations. Though there is 
hothihg I :can .do, I like to .know about them. They are not 
progressing ; vei^ successfully. . Sergei in his clumsiness and 
, .abseht-mindedhess rmakes mistakes in his written examinations. 

; And yoii c^’f correct, them afterwards. Lucidly tlie. worst part of 
;th^is pyef.’,?;.:' 

. , The sumrher passed as usual; the Kusminskis lived in the wing; 
•now and; theh^StraWiov, and other guests and Shchegolenkov 
;'rame.^; , 

. . -irAt.the end of July my father went with me to his mother-in- 
lav^j' my. grandmother .Bets,. at her. small estate near Novgorod; 

. ;we ,sperit\a;';fprtnighp to was a place remote from other 
habitatidh, teh ; versts from to railway station; the house was 
\ built; on . to: shore and behind it spread px old fir , tree 

. . forest. :You;cduld only, dri^^ it in a dog-cart, the hay was 

Jft^spbrted in die summer on sledges, cattie grazed everywhere, 

■ to fisWs .were hedged against tom. The water in the lake .and in , 

' die 'stress was . toh ^^^d from ferruginous salts.;. Grahdmbdier 
;. Kved/tofe.-widi her youngest son, my Uncle Viacheslav,. -and a 
‘ devoted servant, Nastassia.. Viacheslav Bers was only two -years . 
older th^T.and -we wto great friends. I like remembering this . 

; . idbd;uhclej :this .loymg son, good friend and scrupulously honest 
;^inan. . ’’yL-Kv;.;', ' ;■ 

;:.. ; ,LWe‘;swana wdtk hirhj went sailing, shot partddges and .wpbd- 
.'•cockf My.fitoe^j ^tiereyer he went, was interested in.. the local ,. . 
.■ peasahts./and talked, to tom. He found, Noygorod . peasants far . 

’ ^better edutoed arid'hiore alert than pur Tula .pnes, but sppilt by 
’•.'Petersburg where;they. went constantiy ;to . searchTbr .totk; They 
/ had. lost aU;toir old ;;s6ngs and ho lpn:ger . wore hadpnd dress. , ’ , 
: tMy fator left did and I.had tP gb home'alohe. In a; 

. diitd-cl^s^;eatriage Ibappened .tp sit next to .a pretty%irl, dressed ? 

; in a smple black dress, , trayellihg from .ZUrito;; Our ephyersation ' 
b^an ;widi, llussiah:literaturp andvtUrtied latef ;.tp;;^pliti ^ ^4 ’ ■ 
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social subjects. At first in a restrained way but gradually opening 
up, she said that only revolutionary measures could force the 
Russian government to bring about reform, grant freedom, 
abolish classes, exonerate peasants from tax. I was glad that my 
rather vague radicalism, assimilated partly from Vassih Ivanovich, 
partly from my school friends, was being confirmed by this girl. 
We said goodbye before arriving at Moscow, without exchanging 
names, and I don’t know now who she was. It seems probable 
that she had her stint of prison and deportation waiting for her. 

In the autumn, some more shooting in our free moments — and 
study. One of the schoolboys who came this time to help us with 
our lessons was very revolutionary-minded and had some in- 
fluence on me. Later on he became a self-sacrificing provincial 
doctor. 

With the coming of winter my father started to study the 
gospels and theological criticism with great perseverance. He 
abandoned his work on the Dekabrists. My mother wrote to her 
sister; ‘Leo is working, so he says, but alas! He keeps writing 
religious tracts, reads and thinks until his head aches and all 
this to prove how inconsistent the church is with the teachings 
of the gospels. There will hardly be a dozen people in Russia 
interested in that. But there is nothing to be done. I only wish 
that he would finish this as soon as possible and that it may pass 
like some sort of sickness. To guide him or govern his mental 
exercises, whatever they might be, is in no man’s power; he 
himself is unable to do it.’ 

My father did not speak much to us children about his work, 
but discussed it with Alexeev and Urussov. At my still immature 
age I was not very interested in it, but was glad that he had 
abandoned orthodoxy, in which I already consciously had no 
faith. 

On October and. Monsieur Nief, having received a mysterious 
letter, suddenly left us and went to Moscow. The Communards 
had been pardoned and he returned to France. Later he became 
the editor of a Tunisian newspaper and sent from there a letter 
to my father and his photograph with a touching inscription, 
‘ De la part d’lm fratifais reconnaissant To my shame I didn’t write 
to him and our relationship came to an end with his departure. 

On December zoth my mother gave birth to a healthy boy 
my brother Misha. 
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lyHslVa’s cHtisteiiing ivas on Twelfth Night. There was a beautiful 
Ghfistmas tree. Strakhov came, and Uncle Sergei and friends, 
ftdm , Tulai'/Then >gam, after the feasts, came studies, skating 
i^'fta'regxdar life.-. ; ■ ' . . 

- At the end "of January my father went to Moscow and Peters- 
biitk. He y^as more lhah ever amazed by , the luxury of Petersburg 

hfeAv; r,’ A'" ■' 

' '';]h>-Februafy' :M was, appointed head of the 

commissipn for the preservation of government order and public 
,s^ety;with ektra-ordinary powers. My father was surprised by this 
ayipbintniant. , ,, ’ 

.• -"‘■Wliy does^t^ pass oh his power to someone else? ’ 

he said,‘f And to -whom ? To a general^ a military figure who Icnows 
hbthmg' of civii'af^s, ;not even a Russian. Have we no equally 
Wor^y; Rhssm; men? ’ 

A Mj^ mother found life in the country more and more difficult to 
eddure.:.She wrote to her sister on January 30th: ‘ How hard I find 
,it;tq hetit 'myherniit’s Hfel Imagine, Tania, I haven’t been out of 
,thejhquse since ' September. It’s like a prison, only ; brighter both 
mor^y:. and financially. But nonetheless I have the, feeling of 
B^g;lbched/upi ,held;back, and I want to push, through,, break 
ffiiQ’‘^gh'ahd:;ruh,away somewhere,,as quicldy as possible.’-, 

A , jh! mother letter of March zlst she writes, already in a dffierent, 
mbodA A-^thottghv ybU used to be angry with me, Tanechka,' 
fob; preserving . the peace around Liova, I consider tha.t men-afe.; 
cohstaiitlyAstramihg. their minds and therefore their brams and 
nerves .shotild, be , preserved above everything; else. -.Given.- that' 
cato, and, that cprese:^^ of , their nerv';es, ;; they ard .kble. to 

qh^mdef, a: good atmosphere in the family arid, if we irritate them- 
it’s.we.oursHves who suffer from it.’ ? : \ I ^ 

;A.^few,rripriffis^,k^^ mother wrote to, my fameffori .August 

aSih; 1889: A.ypU'.prbbably-thirilc I' am' stribbOrri';dnd- persistent, 
hpt T feej;that a. Ipt : of -what is good iri you is -geritly; transferred.; ‘ 
;irito mb arid'friakes if easier orifhe.earth;.’ <■; =.• . 

Af.lherbeginriing of 1 ^^ Garshin^, cariie twice tri 

•.'-; *Ah;,-butskridm ;Wri,ter,- author 6 £ 

:The-'Aed:F/d3t>er, A • ‘ A A' AvV}"' ''A.i'AA" '.A-A'-AA' 



TOLSTOY REMEMBERED BY HIS SON . : 

Jassnaia. He was already mentaUy xmbalahcedi THe /second tiriie 
in the worst possible weather, he arrived riding, frbrn Tula oh an 
unsaddled horse which he had simply unharnessed ftom a 
and declared he was going straight to Kharkov. I^^eri he rode 
away, he kept waving his arms strangely. He was:acdised oh 
stealing after that and sent to hospital after itVwaS' ks.cettained 
that he was mentally deranged. . .i ' 

In the spring Vladimir Soloviev* came to; jassn^a.^.fe^^ 
still a handsome young man with dark hair. I was present when 
my fatlier and he had a long philosophical. discussion. -My iatHei 
spoke very calmly and neither he nor Solovidv. interrupted 'one 
another. I understood but little but it seemed to’ me that Soloviev 
agreed with my father in most things but tried to maintain- his 
independence. When he left my father gave a very appreciative 
criticism of his brilliant memory, erudition and general' 'abili^, 
but added vaguely; ' What will become of him? It is too, soon to 
philosophise at such an early age.’ Soloviev brought to my father 
or sent him later his books: The Crisis of Western TUlosdphj 
The Criticism of Abstract Foundations, with Warm mscriptidns'.’; At 
that time he was not so hostile to Tolstoyan ideas as he, became 
later, in The Three Conversations. : 

In May I passed my written examinations mto the, eighth’ class. 
Ivan Turgenev came and other guests. In the everiihgs we f.rn^e 
music ’ — the hteral translation of ^ fair e de la musique f'Tdj Aunt 
Tania excelled in that. She had a vibrant sopr^o with. a pleasant 
timbre, liked music and sang enthusiasticaUy, 'conveying ’ this 
enthusiasm to her audience. A. Fet even wtote a poem under, the 
influence of her singing and my father also liked it Very much; We 
of the younger generation considered that no one . co^d s 
better than she did. She sang Russian, French md ifalim songs,' to 
father’s, my or her own accompaniment.'- Then, we , Would. s^ 
tsigane and popular Russian songs aU together, also ‘ The , Key .’, 
an old song mentioned 'mWar Pf«tA;Sbnieidimes 
Tania and Masha danced a popular Russian dance. Tania w^ 
good at mutating the peasant wonieii’s mariner of .daheing^ ]^^^ 
was very graceful. 

I consider the years T879^8o;'the ^feaUy ..hapi5y . ones of , my 
life. I was well, strong, a satisfactory pupil,.learnirig (iid;iibt p^ 
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me a' gr^t efFort^ aE sport, hunting and shooting, riding, 

i- fi^hing^^'s^sdmr^ music and dreamt of having music 

■ >iessons in Moscow, and' going to concerts; of my; fellow students 
.•■afthefumversityandnieetings; of doing things that would be of 
, some use t6 humanity. I was of course in love, timidly in love, 

V, with ai young girl about five years older than myself. She often 

came-tb, Jassnaia with her mother and sister and took part in our 
amateut theatricals. But I was so shy that I didn’t have the 
course tp/telli her about my feelings and she remained only a 
bright memory , of my youth. 

;,’As l,;had to pass next year my last examination enabling me to 
,' ehter .the university, my father engaged a pliilologist, I. Ivakin, 
with whom I .was to study classics arid to give other lessons to my 
brothers.' From September 13th he came to live in the room 
. .previously inhabited by Monsieur Nief : a fair, frail, poorly clad, 
r shy^.ybung man with a high voice and terribly thin hands. Later he 
, 'wrotejjhis reminiscences of his. stay in Jassnaia which have riot 

■ been published. :A. friend of his told him that L. Tolstoy needed a 
. tutor and recommended him. 

;■ ' 'did .you teU him? ’ asked Ivakin. 

: , .^.‘fl .said'tiiat l.kne of someone who would suit him but that 
• he liad.one'fault-^indifFerence.’ 

:‘lndlfFererice! ’ exclaims Ivakin in his notes, ‘ I could not 
, have had a better recommendation.’ 

: ' lyakm was .'erudite, but he was a looker-on at life rather than 
' a'participdht. He was averse from the revolutionary trends of the 
, young pebple of the'time, but equally he did not pursue material 
. .gain. EverituaUy he became a school teacher in Moscow; he wrote 
a tiietis,ori:Mladitriir Monomakh, and becarrie a 'zealous follower. 

, of the or^odbx church. He died at the age of forty; He came from , 
ah. old. Moscow merchant family; he loved Moscow and' never 
. wanted We were friends rather than pupil and 

-■ tcadier.' My'fa^^ great regard for him and often discussed 

■; the’mterpfetatibn of.gospel texts with him. My father was. worlang . 

. a>greaf .:deh dhat ;yea^ I remember ho w he used- , 

Of ids study, tired but happy, havingfound'anew angle 
V-in his'Aeadmg-bfithemv;.' ' .1' •• 

. •;A- pn ,^ Rubiristem* gaye..aooriceh ’m. Tula to - 

XAihSbn'of Antpri'Rubinstem ' '‘'PP " 
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which we all went. My father sat in the first row, his eyes shut. He 
listened witli such rapt attention that a lady, who did not know 
him, asked: ‘ Who is this gentleman who listens so intently to the 
music? ’ And my mother wrote to her sister about the concert: 

‘ I could see how his face twitched and how he kept blinking; 
his nerves have gone to pieces.’ 

I was greatly impressed by Rubinstein’s playing, which had 
such clarity and precision, such a logically developed rhythm. 
He played Beethoven’s C Sharp sonata, the E Flat polonaise and 
several nocturnes of Chopin, Symphonic Etudes by Schumann and 
the waltz from Faust in the Liszt variation. 

On November 28 th my mother wrote to her sister: ‘ Everything 
seems all right on the surface but Leo and I are cold and estranged. 
In the house nothing seems to interest me; it only provokes 
longing and regret, pain, tenderness for the children and a desire 
for death . . . Leo is deeply involved in his work, visiting prisons, 
magistrates, judges and recruiting offices, with a compassionate 
concern for all people and all underdogs. All this is very good, no 
doubt, and elevated, so elevated that one is all the more conscious 
of one’s own inferiority. But alas, life makes its demands and 
pulls one to the other side, and so the misunderstanding grows 
more painful and stronger.’ 

On December 8th: 

‘ My dear Tania, 

My letter must have pained you. You must have thought your 
Sonia quite crazy. I can’t pretend, and I babble away under the 
influence of the moment. That was a moment of crisis in my 
relationship with Leo. Now the ice seems to have melted, he is 
more natural and tender with me. Luckily I fell seriously ill . . . 
Leo got frightened and liis love revived.’ 

1881 

At the beginning of January I took part for the first time in a 
concert. My teacher Michurin organised a concert for his pupils 
in the Nobles’ haU in Tula. The dances from Fife for the Tsar , 
(now Fife of Ivan Sussanin) were orchestrated for two pianos and 
a string quartet and I played the second secundo. I made a mistake 
in the Polish dance and stopped. KisHnsld who was playing with 
me, whispered : ‘ Never mind, go on ! ’ and I started again, 
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went .un- 

.'•vlf-''":!;’V.'-;’-''c;;’.';\;'-'^X-"\.v'''- ^ •- ■ r'-'v.- 

..H'vbniEeBfuaty Motlaef wr6te:to het sister: v,Lep is -worl^g 
hard^' iie'ckn’t^stqpJ.W^ '^1, been: deeply lap'set by the .deadi 

pf Doi^tbevsky.. It rnadb Leo ;^nk, of his own death , and he has 
bbcbme'rembteSh'dpilenp’;'.^^^^^ 

f i’IhbjFebtufry: came to Jassnda, with, liis beautiful 
b^e,: bn.: Marck , 3 rd my, mother .wrote : , ‘ Sasha frightened me by 
.b^yingtthaf; Leo Las changed for die worse. He is, afraid for his 
',ndnd.i.Y6uf khbw how, engrossed Leo gets in his ideas. But the 
;;reUgibus 7 and philpsophica mood is the most dangerous. .Now 
he is well find cheerful put on weight, and I see nothing 

.'<dMgerbhs,hbqufit.f f ^ 

f':.f This;letfer'; shows how ordinary people like Bers were sur- 
,.'pdsra t and; horrified at . ;t^^ thay Tolstoy should be pre- 
, occupied ^ problems, that he should Criticise the 
'gbspels, repudiate; the church, , denounce luxury, etc., instead of 
■^ritingihovCls; that , brought him money and- glory. This seemed 
irSfr^gC not .brvly .tpBers— the mmour spread in Tula at that time 
That.drolstpyhadiosVids reason.. . 
;L_My rnothef decided to, move fpr the winter to Moscow and have 
i.berh^.dhild there.^She^did hot want to let me go alone to town : 
Tpffear mat ‘1^^^^^ have'myhead turned ’ in. the university, in 
:.spite bf my;cbn'centration on music. Also she. had to be there for . 
Tania’y-v pre'sentation:f;to.:,society.. So, ^^, 1 ^^^ the Chekov three 
sisters,. we; hveddnlthe.hope, my mother,, my sifrer; and I; ‘ to 

;.M6sco'y^,Vtp;.Mo,scbw-''':i., 

-When now recall tlie , .years Before - ohr . move to Mpsco.w T ,. 
;hnderstkhd'bettefrtiian;.rdid;tl-ien tlie important part my, mother 

■ played m:,the life Bf^ ahd .the. yalue of her .pare fof my , 

.:Tather,and-.fbryii.Df,,us.,Then k seemed to.metthat our life werit 
'Bh;ih}its';ownfrhytl^ arid I tppk my mother’s care for. granted. !; , 

,; did-,;npt reahsemat every t^Hng from our clothes^ and food to', pur . 

• studies arid;.the ;cppyihg;pf Fadier’s work;wak.'pfgahised .by. her. 
BaLeti gaye , Ptily{direetives now and -;theri . which ; Mother .often; " : 
; .igppmdi Ap&e same^^^^ she -Was often ill;arid was;either pregnant • ; ;• 
!;pf;riursing;y;;childJ: V'H ■ r-:^ ; B.,.,- f A; . 

y ;elder;;^ildren ;;did ■;,npt ibyye:;;!!^.; timid ;and.; respec&h, ; 

vattitude;tp;Bur mp^errwidch we.haid'fQ 

■ ?bdrpSsmg iFa^er, apydiprif, knd Mothe^ 



TOLSTOY REMEMBEREl) 'BY - |lIS ; sbW -4 . 

how it happened , to be so, My tmdther c^rta^pichd^ 

us to address her. like that and later, on, my j^roffiets us 

‘ thou ’ to her also.- We sometirnes. maderpersohal'rem^ 

our mother. For instance, we would, say in front of heri ‘ Maffifhi 

eats like a bird,’ or VManinaa,, doesn’t ^pnberstend 

‘ While Mamma is buying three yardT oFmaterial ^'a shop/shev 

manages to tell the assistant her whole rl^e-history-.’.- ^^ 

My mother was not less- energetic b.y pature' di 
Her movements, and gait were qrdck, shof^as-Hw^ 
could not be idle, sit doing nothing.' If she/ha'd- noting 
schedule, nursing, children’s studies, copyings household'^ 
etc., she would find otlier things tp' do: sewing, : drawing,' gardra^ 
ing, making jam, piclding mushrooms, etc. ;It was me, for h^ 
take a stroll or , just be spontaneously ;:gay.- .-She- always had 
something on her mind. 7, '• 

iii r 5 ‘ 6 ’r my mother was sdR young at. fMrty-sbveh and sft4^ 
looked younger than her age. Having hvecI .Hghteen .yeiafy'in' the ' 
country, working hard all the time, she naturally :wahted:to^^ 
some town life, to see people and go about; and 'dboVe. all; , she^^ 
considered it necessary to hve in Moscow fcjr tbe'sakd of her elder i 
children. ■ 'S'b', 

My father had quite another outlook hp6n':Hfe in MoScpw. In- 
188 1 tlie change in his philosophy had a].feady taken piabeiiinf 
spite of that, his way of life in, Jassnaia had changed ohlysligKtiy; 
before the move to Moscow, He continued mnriing the farms,-he ; 
smoked, ate meat and even went outshob.Hng. 'Ohly he’.chd .itall' 
more reluctantly and worked more at jlfis w^ritihgb nb^^^^^ 
resting in the summer. In .i88i, :pf -the great ■^V?’ork‘-;he>Md^'s^^^^^ 
himself to do, consisting of four-parts— fi) ;j^l:r6ductipn'(Cw;-, 
fessio/j); (2) Criticism of dogmatic theologyi (3). Study of 'te 
Gospels; (4) Statement of faith--=-.the.&st two were w^ 
was working oh the third. ^ 

The trend of his thoughts and the sthte pf; his .mind ' to 
clear that fife in Moscow could not appeal -to hini. rBut realising-: 
that the idea, of going to, Mpscow;L;when;djip:;cHlto 
grow up. had been discussed- Idng' ago with his. approval,; to 
not protest and regarded it as an ine-Htable evilb y 

.(iOn, Marto' ist.toexander^II'was^lcihedj 'rye'toa^ 
day. from. a littleTteliah begg^ .wh6..wahd^red.dntb;^Jasshto/..^^^^ 
spbke in broken French ; ‘ Fife bad, nobody give toney, 
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dead.’ ‘ How is that? When? Who did it? ’ we asked. He could 
tell us no more and we only learnt the truth from the papers in 
the evening. 

On March lath my mother wrote to her sister: ‘ We are having 
friction in the house all the time and I find it difficult to bear. 
The other day there was some trouble with Vassili Ivanovich and 
I had to tell him abruptly that I resent his interference. Leo is 
sulking and I implore God to put a quick end to this life, with its 
small narrow circle.’ 

My mother was afraid that under Vassili Ivanovich’s influence 
my father had written a harsh letter to the Tsar which might cause 
his arrest and deportation. This is why she had the passage of 
arms with Vassili Ivanovich. Otherwise she hked him well enough 
but believed that my father’s religious searchings were partly 
encouraged by him and she mistrusted these, because she did not 
understand them. The next day, however, she apologised to him 
for her behaviour. 

My father did, in fact, write to Alexander III, appealing to 
him not to execute the murderers of his father. He wrote to the 
head of the Synod, Pobedonostsev, asking him to pass the letter 
on to the Tsar but Pobedonostsev refused. The letter reached the 
Tsar through another medium. 

In February after a violent snowstorm a frozen man was found 
on the highroad. My father brought him into one of the huts : he, 
Urussov and Vassili Ivanovich tried to revive himj but it was in 
vain. 

On April 9th my mother wrote: ‘ The atmosphere in the house 
is more peaceful, I think. But what wiU come next ? ’ A few weeks 
later she wrote: ‘We often have little quarrals this year. I even 
wanted to leave home. Probably its because we have started living 
in a Christian way. In my opinion we lived better before, without 
the Christian way.’ 

In May I passed my last examination, with a new head of the 
school. The former one was very harsh with the pupils. He used to 
clip off their starched coUats himself if he found them too high. 
One day he caught a pupil peeping tlirough an eyehole in the door 
from the passage and hit the boy so hard on the head that he broke 
the pane with his nose and blood gushed out from it. The new 
director was a liberal man with literary tastes. It was said that 
one day, seeing two boys fighting, he cried: ‘ Go on, go on, it’s 
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good exercise.’ He was lenient in the exams and almost all the 
pupils got their certificates. 

In June my father went to the monastery in Optino and 
returned with even less faith in the orthodox church. 

When I joined the university I had to decide what to read and, 
after a process of elimination, I chose natural sciences. I have 
never regretted that choice and believe that the natural sciences 
have helped to develop in me a certain sober reasoning. 

From this time began my unfortunate arguments with my 
father. He wrote in his diary from June a8th: ‘ Tallc with Sergei 
about God. He thinks that to say: “ It can’t be proved, therefore! 
don’t want it,” is a sign of intelligence and education, when it 
is only a sign of ignorance . . . We teach tliem church rites, etc., 
knowing that it will all vanish with adolescence, and we teach them 
many things not connected with one another, so that they remain 
uncoordinated, with contradictory knowledge and believe they’ve 
achieved something. Sergei admitted that he Likes the life of the 
flesh and believes in it. I’m glad that the question is clarified.’ 

How was I not to like the life of the flesh ? On that day pre- 
cisely I had reached my eighteenth year! 

In our childhood we three elder children had an unusual attitude 
to our father, quite different I think from that in other families. 
His judgments were law, his advice compelling. We believed that 
he Imew all our thoughs and feelings but did not always teU us 
so. I could never stand the glance of his small, penetrating, 
steel-blue eyes and when he asked me something — and he liked to 
ask questions which one did not like to answer — ^I was unable to 
lie, or even avoid answering, though I often wanted to do so. 

We not only loved him, he occupied a great place in our lives J but 
we felt that he obliterated our personalities, so that sometimes 
we wanted to escape. In childhood it was a subconscious feeling, 
later it became conscious and then both my brothers and I allowed 
a spirit of contradiction to creep into our relationship with him. 

In our childhood all we wanted was for Father to be with us, 
to give us his time, either to take us for a walk, or round the 
farm or out shooting, or drive somewhere or tell us a story or do 
physical exercises with us. He was not affectionate in the usual 
sense of the word: there was no kissing, no presents, but we 
always felt he loved us and knew when he was satisfied witli our 



•'tehaviour/rSpnietM would ^come up’ qtlietly firom behind 

.Wd putbpth'hfhids. on; It wasn’t difficult to ^ess whose 

hands they- werer Or h^ both hands and say: 

'.Climb bh me'.’ I- wouldiclimb up his body to the shoulders; he 
would; hoist''ine-;Up: and I would sit or stand on his shoulders. 
iProppihg-taelup.'he wbuld walk'abouCthe room and then somer- 
sault jnelddym and I would be on , my feet again. -We were fond 
:5,pf thesebxef ewes and whoever of us came first, the others would 
;c^':-,‘^,Kfe:tpp-;me tool ’ , 

b^We.Hke^ smell of his flannel blouse, healthy 

sd'eat and tobacco— -nt;ffi time he stiU smoked. One of our 
;<fayou4tb occupations witli. Father was gymnastics. This is what 
weidid; •y^’e stood all in.a row opposite Father, and had to imitate 
i 'ali lus mpyeme move our heads in all directions, 

’?bendiandbtretch ;. our -arms, lift and lower each leg alternately, 
/bpw. dPwh wifhPut bending our knees and touch the ground. 

: ThefebVas dsda / horse ’ over which we jumped. Father attached 
■'^eat importance to' physical development; he enePuraged uHn 
rsydtnming/rihhhing, ; playing rounders and other gatnes, and 
espe^ly fidihgl 'Sorhetimes we. would race each other;- he ran 
■ Taster jthati;'^ of us. Then we would represent ‘ the Numidian 
•’cavalty;>;';Father would jump from the table and waving his nap- 
. laiijAhh.ouhd it, with us trailing behind.' Why this was cdled the 
.■.‘:Nmmdiah;;cayjdty.’ ho one, not even my father, teaUy -knew. 
It '■was veiy.Tefreshing after a visit from boring , 

:, .y;My father rarely punishe^^ us or scolded us, and he never boxed 
piir ears Opsiapped us ; but we learnt to guess by v^pus symptoms 
wl^this -rnbod of the monient was; The greatest pumshmeht was 
rf p. be ignored by-hhn^' when he refused to take us with him or said. 

: something ';sarcastic.'^ ; He had - ■' favourites of • ^the '■ moment ’, 
according ' tPyp and sonaetinies' independently- of it. 

•He had hppermanentTavpurites., Later, when wh grew up. What 
ihe:liked.hest w that, we should -understand his point of -view,. 
A'Apparehtly vhehhaffi'np . special .educadpnarrsystem'. He ■ made; 
'.iromcai’fremarks^ab^^^ our faults, or mdicated with a; joke'.that 
4ht behaving as iwe . should, or told^an atie'edote' in which - 
f .hint. At-timeS he grew ipritable and faised . 

’'•.^swpke^^^^^ dining, lessons. ’But'Tdorhpt-iememb^ 

:;bver hsihg;;4s^ ■word, though sometimes he would Send nisi 
^’'ohbpfffih.rooni, during a iesson..*;by'h-h;hi^^'‘'/';'‘:^''N''-''.-'.-:''' i' 
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What he disapproved of most was Ijdng and rudeness to any- 
body — my mother, the teachers or the servants. Sometimes he 
would reprimand us for less serious reasons. For instance, he 
noticed if we ate with our knife or cut fish with a knife, which was 
bad manners. In Anna Karenina, Anna says about somebody: 
‘ One can’t say he is a nihilist, but he eats with his knife.’ When I 
slouched he would say; ‘ Hold your back straight,’ or push me 
in the back. Or, noticing that I tried to take part in games and 
entertainments and to listen to conversations which did not con- 
cern me, to poke my nose where it didn’t belong, he would say: 
‘ You’re always afraid of missing something,’ that is, missing the 
opportunity of having some fun or learning something inter- 
esting. He had, in fact, noted a feature of my character which led 
me later to take an interest in things that were not worth while. 

When somebody among us tried to tell a funny or witty story 
and laughed himself as he told it. Father would say: ' There are 
three Idnds of tellers of funny stories; those who laugh at their 
own joke, but the others don’t; those who laugh together with 
their audience; the best are the third kind who don’t laugh, only 
the audience does.’ On the whole he advised us not to laugh for 
fear that the listeners would look bored and that would be 
embarrassing. 

When I tried to be funny, he used to say: ‘ Your witticisms 
are like a lottery. The winning ticket seldom turns up, and more 
often you get a blank piece of paper with “ lottery ” written on 
it.’ ’When I uttered some foolish remark, meant to be witty, he 
would say: ‘ Lottery ’ and I knew that the joke had fallen fiat. 

Wfiien I did something accidentally — ^broke something or 
dropped something on my clothes, or forgot an errand and tded 
to justify myself by saying it was only an accident, he said: 
‘ That’s precisely what I blame you for. Nothing should ever be 
done accidentally.’ 

Another piece of advice he gave wms : never try to do anything 
unless you do it well. 

In the sixties and seventies, before the ‘ crisis ’, Father was 
full of life, a dominating personality, not the man that he became 
afterwards. When I was a child there was even a sort of aristo- 
cratic aloofness in Father, though he did not put it into words. 
My mother expressed it more frankly. Father did attribute some 
importance to heredity, but aristocratic birth chiefly meant to him 
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good manners in the best sense of the word, a feeling of dignity, 
education, restraint, generosity. With this went respect and love 
for the peasants — our ‘ providers ’ as he called them — and he 
inspired this respect in us. Later he repudiated completely the 
importance of aristocratic birth. He disliked familiarity in 
relations between friends, and even members of the family. He 
said : ‘ There are friends who clap each other on the back and add : 

“ Ah, you dear old scoundrel ” or “ I love you, you old rogue 

As an example that good manners serve to make relationships 
easier, not more difficult, he would teU the story about Louis XTV 
who tested a courtier well known for his manners; the king 
invited the courtier to get into the royal carriage before himself. 
The courtier obeyed at once. ‘ That is a truly good-mannered 
man,’ said Louis XIV. ‘ But when our Chichikovs and Manilovs 
crowd in a doorway to let one another pass,’ my father used to 
say, ‘ that only makes things more difficult.’ 

His habits in tliose years were to smoke cigarettes (rolled by 
my mother), drink home-made herb tea out of a sUver cup before 
dinner and a small glass of white wine during dinner; he ate meat 
and was a good shot. In spite of an almost total lack of teeth, 
he ate quicldy but chew'ed little; knowing this to be unliealthy, he 
would saj’': ‘ Porir hien se porter il faut hien marcher et hien macher' 
As far as I remember he always had a beard. Either he himself 
or Mother trimmed his beard once a month in the new moon. 
He had learnt that, he said, from the Muslims. He did not wear a 
starched shirt at home, but his traditional blouse — a grey flannel 
one in winter, a linen one in summer: an old servant Varvara or 
my mother made them for him. But when he went to town, he 
put on a starched shirt and a well-cut coat, made by a Moscow 
tailor. 

The schedule of the day during all our life in Jassnaia until 
1881 was comparatively regular and varied but little in the months 
from September to May ; that is, while Father wrote and we had our 
lessons. In the summer there was more variety. 

’ From September to May we children and our teachers got up 
between eight and nine o’clock and went to the hall to have break- 
fast. After nine, in his dressing-gown, still xmwashed and un- 
dressed, with a tousled beard. Father came down from his bed- 
room to the room under the hall where he finished his toilet. If we 
met him on the way he greeted us hastily and reluctantly. We" 


53 



TOLSTOY REMEMBERED BY HIS SON 

used to say: ‘ Papa is in a bad temper until he has washed.’ Then 
he, too, came up to have his breakfast, for which he usually ate 
two boiled eggs in a glass. 

He did not eat anything after that until five in the afternoon. 
Later, at tlie end of 1880, he began to take luncheon at tv^o^or 
three. He was not talkative at breakfast and soon retired to Ms 
study with a glass of tea. We hardly saw him after that until 
dinner. 

My mother got up later, and had her breakfast about eleven. 
Luncheon was served to the children and teachers between mid- 
day and one o’clock, but our parents were never present then. 
So there were always the samovar, coffee and food laid on the 
table from nine to one. 

When Father was writing, neither he nor liis family said that 
he was ivorkingy but that he was Until the so-caUed crisis 
he was not very busy in the summer, when he allowed' himself 
three months of rest. During the remaining months except for a 
few autumn days when he went out shooting, he worked every 
day. When he was busy, no one was allowed to enter his room, not 
even my mother. He needed total silence and the assurance that 
he would not be interrupted. The doors in die adjoining rooms 
were locked. No one was allowed to play the piano, because 
Father said that he could not help hearing music or listening to it 
even when it was hardly audible. 

After work Fadier would go for a walk or a ride, usually with 
some purpose: to supervise the work on the land, to shoot, or to 
visit somebody or go to the station. But when he just went out 
for pure relaxation he would concentrate on his work and collect 
material for further writing. The -wild forest, that had once 
served as a defence against Tartar invasion, and the highroad were 
his favourite strolls. He loved die forest because of its primitive- 
ness, its solitude and the splendour of the trees. He would 
choose untrodden paths in a wish to explore. The highroad to 
Kiev which went through Jassnaia led from the north of Russia 
to the Ukraine, the Crimea, the shores of the Black Sea. He 
remembered the time when Aere was no highroad — just a road. 
He would joke about his walk on the highroad and call it his 
entry into grand monde or a stroll along the Nevsky Prospect.'*' 

*Main street in Petersbmrg. 
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In the sixties and seventies the road was crowded with pilgrims 
on their way to various monasteries. Father said that piousness 
was seldom their main preoccupation j they went for otlier 
reasons: some because life at home was too hard, some out of 
curiosity to see the world, some because it was tlie right thing to 
do. The pilgrims usually walked at a pace of thirty versts a day, 
carrying bundles on tlieir backs, in soft bast shoes; they walked in 
groups, they were fed on cliarity and spent the night wherever 
they could; tliey seldom washed and seldom changed their under- 
clothes. They were the carriers of folk-lore, proverbs and legends 
— ^rumours, too — and had a certain influence on the popular 
outlook. 

Father used to say that their tdes were both literature and 
newspapers for the people. He loved talking to the passers-by, 
walking with them or sitting at the edge of the road. Some of the 
legends were transformed by him into works of art. The know- 
ledge of popular life, popular language, dialect, proverbs — all 
this Father acquired on the highroad. 

Local peasants also used to pass by, drunk or sober, with 
loaded or empty carts, friends or strangers. Father used some- 
times to thumb a lift from them, which they readily gave. If there 
were stonebreakers on the road he would stop to talk to tliem or 
even start beating stone Iiimself, saying it was hard work and 
made his hands sore. 

At five we had dinner, to wHch Father often came late. He 
would be stimulated by tlie day’s impressions and teU us about 
them. After dinner he usually read or tallced to guests if fliere 
v'cre any; sometimes he read aloud to us or saw to our lessons. 
About 10 p.m. all the inhabitants of Jassnaia foregathered again 
for tea. Before going to sleep he read again, and at one time he 
played the piano. And then retired to his bed about l a.m. 
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Parf II 


MORE RECOLLECTIONS 
OF MY FATHER 



Chapter i 


His Taste in Books 


My father was a very selective reader, which is not very usual. 
He remembered everything he had read, and knew how to get die 
essence out of a book and what to discard. Thus he economised 
his time. 

' He read a lot of foreign novels, particularly English and 
French: Dickens, Thackeray, Trollope, Mrs. Humphrey Ward, 
George Eliot, etc. He thought Thackeray somewhat cold. Among 
other novels he praised Adam Bede and The Vicar of Wakefield. 

He read Victor Hugo, Flaubert, Zola, Maupassant, Daudet, 
the Goncourt Brothers. He loved Hugo’s hes Miserables and 
Le dernier jour dlun condamne. Among the realists he appreciated 
) Maupassant most; Flaubert, Balzac and Daudet left him cold; 

' Zola interested him, but he considered his realism contrived and 
his descriptions too detailed and petty. ‘ People eat a whole goose 
in twenty pages of Zola’s books — it is too much,’ he said about 
La Terre. 

He did not read many German books, perhaps only Goethe, 
Schiller, Auerbach. He told us to read Schiller’s Die Rauher, 
Goedae’s Werther and Hermann tind Dorothea. One cannot say that 
^'contemporary Russian literature occupied much of his time. 

He read no political, topical literature and only glanced at 
belles-lettres when they came his way. He was interested in the 
works of Turgenev which were then appearing, but some of 
Dostoevsky’s books, for instance The Teenager, I believe he never 
read. He did not like the popular Mehnkov Pechersky, saying that 
he had a false approach, exploited popular speech and knew 
nothing of peasant life: * It is false literature. Mehnkov writes 
that the Russian man has no consideration for trees. He will 
hack down an ancient oak to make a bridle. He does not seem 
to know that a Russian peasant would never cut down an oak 
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for a bridle, but would choose; instead/a rypung bircE 
domain of historical novels, inritatiohs ofWdter -Scptt ^ 
did not like, he pointed out die ^false intei^etatipn= of 
of the epoch.) ■ .■ . 

He advised us children not to read masterp^ 
so that the freshness of impression would not- be; Idst iaterSHS i ' 
we were old enough to understand thein.; That: is ‘why; 

Pushldn, Lermontov and Gogol rather ktel On ithe; other 
he did not like books specially for children: :hp;'enc6urageduV:to^ : 
read books interesting for the young as ■ well akfor the- 
'Kobinson Crusoe, Don Qinxote, Gtdlivefs Dramlsj-J-^C'^iserdh^^^^ 
the works of Alexandre Dumas the father^ Q/Ziyer'i TwV/y 
Copperfield, and so on. In Russian Hterature.Reikhbselfpr' U^^^^^^ 
A Sportsman's Notebook and Memoirs from a Deadr-HonhCMpong f 
Pushkin’s works — Tales of Be/kin. He was .a r great sadmireriof.v 
Pushlcin and considered Pi^ue a niasteipiece.'He.'p 

recommended his own books, except Alphabet. or f 

Reading. But our mother encouraged us to. rea:d. Tolstoy, 
hood, Boyhood, Youth was my favourite book because;!; ide'ntifiedVv 
myself with the hero. 

He did not have much to say for poeri:y;' he.;.'c6hridereddt;.f 
limited by rhythm and scansion to which meariing . Was sacrihdedj; 
though sometimes, as with Pushldn, the search for fliythin brpughf:: 
unexpected discoveries. Only in the nineties .when; he"yhbte;;his^ 
article on art, did he express critidsm bf .puslddh^/ H^^ 
that the working people demand a serious attitude from a write 
wliile Pushkin writes poems about women’s ankles and.talks.aboEL. 
dead gods. But he was full of admiration for him, mH, considered ; 
him, as a man, sincere and conscious of his dwri-faidtsj a 
fact, who if he did compromise at. times, :did "so :;brily'.^^m 
actions, not in his opinionSi I do npt lmbw who told?^^^ 
Pushkin’s words on meeting a friend .dh the 

' I feel such a cad,’ said Pushkih:H; rA:''^.'^;;:bV'b<':":j;.y,;^^ 

‘ Why? ’ asked his friend.;;. 

. '* I’ve just met the:Emperbr and talkedTp’ him.’ ; ;; ‘.b S/.fff 
In Jassnaia we were subscribers to a':great:number;pf ;reyiews, ; 
both French and..Kussian,Trom;which fariief hsed jtb read;ri^^ 

, to us; Schcheckin’s. stories -;deUghted him particularly; -He h^ffly,; 
ever read -newspapers .lat /that :time.' T':iielieve: 'W^^^ iised; ; tb..;gbt 
. pnlyirihe iToscbW.paper/'sent to ;us;by:Katkoy.;>';;b>^^ 



Chapter 2 

mMk Tales He Told Us 



{■I , CONSIDER, myself happy because I have had the opportunity 
.of: hearing my father talk in his wonderfully alive, artistic rich 
;.;langujige.: With-h^ remarkable memory and exceptional sensi- 
;tiyity,’:ho\v well he recounted all he had seen^ heard, read and 
.^thought, about. -What a lot of rarities he offered one, things that 
:nd ohe else had noticed or did not talk about. On the other hand, 
he never touched upon hackneyed subjects, nor did he gossip or 

• tell tales about himself. One could feel that the story he told or the 
thoughthe expressed was essential to his work or to his outlook 
pn.lffe.. He did not like to speak (or act) without purpose. He did 

;hot like the actual word ‘ purposeless ’ and I don’t think it ever 
occurs, in.'l^ works. He loved and felt the beauty of nature, 
;:ffclds,;fofestsi.' meadows, skies, more than most pepole do. He 
,:Useff;to say:. ‘'Wliat a wealth of goodness there is in Godl. The 
...;variety ;bf, -nature, every day differs from the one before, eyery 
■ year we .have surprise-weather I ’ 

•;,V.-.jBe' had .the ,eye of a landscape painter, tliough he considered 
vthat the landscape is an inferior type of art. He said once; ‘ How 
fdbyHy: yellow corn looks against the background of a , forest of 
P^rfthis is something for a landscape-painter.’ -He often said. 

sky and the clouds; / If a painter could 
.'J^'^®ortayse:-this,. no one would believe him, diey would think, 

. he liad myented it’ He would bring some rare flower from Iffs ■ 
■widks, ; an unusually long ear of corn, a strangely coloured leaf; 
a^r^e.thcm and proudly exhibit them, to us. On clear nights he 

• about the stars; he was interested in astronomy, 

;; Aot; the^ipathem^ but the experimental side , of .it, and he 
.-.explained to ps tlie differences betw^een stars, planets and comets. 

; he ■ "^h^d . talk to us about the peasants’ lives, ' especiaily . 

. ^hose.pf Jassnai^ he knew. - He used towisit them, 
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unannounced, in their huts, talk to them, advise them and 
answer their questions. They had great confidence in him and 
he knew their family affairs and their secrets. Once he told us, 
in great confidence, that an escaped criminal was hi din g in the 
house of a neighbouring peasant. Another time he told us that 
one of the peasants was buried under a sand-fall in a kiln by the 
highroad from where they took their sand. Together wMi the 
peasants he went to dig him out and said that the men worked 
without thought for their own safety, and risked being buried 
themselves. A crowd waited every day by the elder tree for him 
to leave the house; some came for advice, others begged for fuel, 
money, work. He was known in the district as someone who could 
give good advice and had an influence with die authorities. Later 
on, after the seventies, the type of visitor changed; the seekers of 
kindness and justice began to dwindle, beggars increased and so 
did people with religious problems and the openly inquisitive. He 
knew all about husbandry and used to examine Us about the parts 
of a peasant’s harness or those of a plough. 

Or, suddenly, he would speak of the things that occupied 
his mind at the moment. In the seventies they were the thoughts 
expressed in Confession or Mj Faith, the philosophical thoughts 
chiefly inspired by Kant and Schopenhauer. One of the subjects 
was his deliberations on time. He said that there were two ways 
of calculating time, one subjective, the odier objective. The 
objective one was measured by years, days, hours; the sub- 
jective, by die life behind us. A year lived by a child of three 
forms the third of his life by the number and effect of the im- 
pressions he goes through in that time, whereas for a man of 
thirty, a year represents only one thirtieth of his life. Everything 
is new and significant for a child and a year is a long span of 
time. This explains why the older we grow the quicker time passes. 

He once expressed the thought that a country’s cultural level 
should be judged not according to die literacy and education of 
the masses, but by the degree of erudition of the top layer of the 
population. In Russia the top layer is as cultured, if not more so, 
as in other European countries. Therefore one cannot say that 
Russia is less civilised. 

About women he said that there are three categories; la femme 
du foyer, the housewife; la femme dn temple, the woman of ideas; 
and la femme de la rue, the woman of the street. 


Go 



( ' Wotfo was : qut doH-r-sMeniie qiie ponn^ He al'v^ays v' 

considered tot. duty'Cai^^ before: evety thing else; sind, that one’s 
acdqhs ; should not be. -governed, -b^ for their/ conse- 

quences^. ■■ ■//;'/■ .'■•"/ 

. About .books, he used to quote, in' Latin: Habeut stid-fafa 
Uhelli 'pro capih Ucioris (books have '.their .owo;, fate, depending. ; 
on , the head ."(brains) of the reader), 'He used td:' say that , only 
thd first part of this saying is usually quoted,- which makes it , 
Jose its real meaning: which is that the success of a book depends 
on the reader’s capacity to understand it. . 

./He , hardly . ever spoke of . his literary plans, saying, that it 
;destroy.ed a •^‘ork. to talk of it. But while he was .collecting, 
'material he told .us episodes, out of his own life which had bpen 
used in'his.books. Often his stories and ditties made us laugh . till 
:wd.cried., 

When a grain of coffee . 

.......h' . "'f . . : Gets into your nose . • ■■■'■;. 

' . -Don’t cry, don’t cry, , baby. 

' You’ll sooii gulp it down, /•'>/ 

-was a sohg he sang to us when we cried and we would then laugh/ . 
through pur tears; or he would .tell us , a :story.' There was ; drie ; 
/about d German who could not climb on to his horse, although :> 
/:.he begged one sdnt after the other to come to his help. 

-he'called tiierh all together, and made a great effort:and;joraped:;; 
, so high that . he found, himself on the .other side of the:'animH; .. 
,,Then:he.said: '.Nicbf alk.auj' ein vmP (not all, a:t the same;time)./ 
.pr:ab6ut the German prisoner, condemned to. death,; who,. begS^ 
/tiie kihgto .aUow W to choose the way tp, 4ie.;)^en thei/^ 
./agrees. to this plea he, says; I ryant tp die of ,old/agd’/The’;km 
; /reprieyed him, Ahothef favourite .was ^the bhe .about., the/.'gypsy : 
,:Jvho, Readies his /horse to go .without eating, /.and., had ■almost,;/; 
f Stuxeeded iriitrdnihg it when tiie hpfse died// .^• ///: / f ////-, / 
,f Je : liked fp’ tell; stories from the .fives ;:pf mehtal piatiehts./.0hh ':.: 
h?;/said, /imagined he/ was .madd of: g^^ 

.' fehx ' pf stumblm andcbfeakihg in pieces./ Spm'ebbdy/playpfiy;;/: 
; P'^sh./'The niadmim bumped/agaihst/the iyall^ 

/.‘/Ping.v '.and .diedr/r^bther/one’f ‘delusion /was /thH'.hP^.-^^^w^^^ 

" 0P^?^bb£h// He /sat/ down' in; a /comer, //opened •£m;'Umbfeila,/ 
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refused to eat or move or answer questions. Then the doctor 
also took an umbrella, opened it and sat down beside the mad- 
man. They both sat silently for some time. At last the marlmati 
could bear it no longer and asked the doctor: 

‘ What are you doing here? ’ 

‘ Fm a mushroom/ replied the doctor. 

The madman looked surprised but.fell silent again. 

After a certain time the food that the doctor had ordered was 
brought to him. He began to eat. 

‘ Do mushrooms eat? ’ asked the madman. 

‘ But of course. Look at me: I’m a mushroom and I’m eating 1 ’ 
Then the madman also asked for some food and began to 
devour it with appetite. After a time the doctor stood up, still 
holding the umbrella. 

‘ Can mushrooms stand up ? ’ asked the madman. 

' They can,’ replied the doctor,/ you see I’m standing, ^though 
I’m a mushroom.’ \ ^ \ 'V\ 2 ., /. > 

The madman stood up. When the doctor walked, he walked, 
when the doctor folded the umbrella, he did the same. Gradually 
the activities of a mushroom developed so widely that the mad- 
man resumed his former way of life and finally forgot he was a 
mushroom. ^ 

There was another tale, a cruel one, about a madman who 
killed the stovemaker Semion, who worked in a mental home. 
Semion took snuff and often gave some to the patients. One 
day he went to sleep in the passage leaving his axe beside him. 
A madman crawled up to him and hit him on the head with the 
axe. Then he hid Semion’s head under the bed and went to tell 
the other inmates with a cunning smile: ‘ Wlien Semion wakes 
up and wants to take some snuff — ^he won’t find his nose. It’ll 
be under my bed.’ 

All my father’s madmen had a meaning. The man of glass is 
the man who imagines that everyone is out to hurt him, he fears 
life, his fellow-men. Such people die when confronted with 
real life. The madman who knocked off Semion’s head so that he 
should not find his nose is the egotist who’ll do anything to 
satisfy a whim. The one who imagined himself a musliroom is the 
man who gets into a rut, is enclosed in a narrow circle created 
by himself, and refuses to go any further. The way to cure him 
is by widening his horizon. 



THE TATES HE TOLD US 

I believe that these tales he used to tell us in the seventies were 
embryos of the thoughts which latet on formed his outlook on 
life. He believed that false thinking is the reason for all evil in 
the world, that men were not evil by nature, but because of in- 
correct thinking and were therefore irresponsible lilce madmen. 

One of my father’s fairy tales was probably inspired by Gogol’s 
story T/je Nose. This is how it ran; 

Tbe Nose 

Somewhere at a crowded hall, Mr. X by mistake pushed against a 
Turk and hit him on the nose. Mortally offended the Turk swore 
he would have his revenge and cut off the nose of Mr. X. He 
challenged him to a duel and insisted that it should be with 
sabres. 

Mr. X was a good fencer but the Turk sprang upon him with 
suck violence that he was unable to parry the Weapon and the 
Turk cut off his nose. The doctor who was present rushed to stem 
the blood, the seconds demanded that the duel should be stopped 
hut when Mr. X asked where his nose was it turned out that the 
dog had eaten it. 

Left without a nose Mr. X decided to have another one made 
and asked the advice of the best doctors. One of these advised 
him to find a man who would agree to have a nose made out of 
Ills body. 

‘ But,’ added the doctor, ‘ you will have to be tied to that man 
for six weeks.’ 

Mr. X agreed. He found a country lad who for a good re- 
muneration was willing to have a nose made out of his arm. 
The doctor sewed Mr. X’s face to the lad’s arm and they lived 
like that for six weeks. Then when the face and the arm had 
grown together the doctor operated and made Mr. X a nose. The 
lad, pocketing the money, returned to his village, an^ Mr. X 
had a wonderful Homan nose, far better than the old one. But 
he did not rejoice over it very long. At times the nose, particu- 
larly on feast days, began to swell and grow red. He asked the 
doctor what it could be. 

‘ Find out what your lad is up to,’ said the doctor. 

Mr. X found the lad and this is what he discovered: When 
his nose swelled it meant the lad was drinking hard. There could 
be no doubt: the boy’s drinking affected Mr. X’s nose. Then, as 
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he could well afford it, he engaged the lad as a doorkeeper and 
saw to it that he did not drink. But when he could get an op- 
portunity, the lad drank all the same and on those days Mr. X’s 
nose grew swollen and red and he could not show himself to his 
friends. Finally the lad could stand such control no longer and 
ran away. The nose began to grow redder and more swollen 
and lost its Roman shape. Evidently the lad had become an 
inveterate drunkard. Then, one day, the nose fell off. Mr. X 
decided to find out what had happened to the lad. And what did 
it turn out to be? The day the nose fell off, the lad had died. 
So jMr. X remained for the rest of his life with a flat spot instead 
of a nose. 

Here is another fairy tale — Toutou'. 

There are large monkeys very similar to human beings, who 
live in the tropical jungle. One day the tlu:ee-5’'ear-old son of a 
settler disappeared in the jungle. The father went with other men 
to look for liim and after a long search found him. He was sitting 
under a tree eating a coconut. The father was on the point of 
taking him in his arms when a huge ape rushed to him, seized 
him in its shaggy arms and climbed up a tree. Neither the father, 
nor the other men had the courage to shoot, fearing to wound 
the child. The ape jumped from tree to tree, they pursued it, 
but it soon disappeared togedier with the boy. For a long time 
nothing was heard of the child. Then one day the father saw him 
again in the wood eating a coconut, the ape sitting on a branch 
near by. The settler began to crawl stealthily up to liis son, but the 
ape saw him and ran, too, in the child’s direction. Then the father 
aimed his gun at it, and wounded it in the arm. The boy rushed 
to the monkey’s help, shouting ‘Toutou, Toutou! ’. The ape 
tucked the child under its arm and made a dash for the tree. But 
blood was flowing abundantly from the wound and it dropped tlie 
child. The child started sobbing bitterly and looked pleadingly 
upwards but his father carried him away. The others tried to 
track the ape in vain. Back home the child kept remembering the 
monkey and repeated amidst Ms tears: ‘ Toutou! Nanny Toutou! 
Give me Toutou! » ' . 

It was clear from Ms babble that the monkey had caredfor Mm 
anci fed him on bananas and coconuts and that he had grown 
attached to it. 
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Father always talked with tenderness of his elder brother 
Nicholas who had died of consumption in i860. He used to say: 
.‘.Brother Nicholas knew how to “do nothing” which is a 
l^owledge few people have attained.’ Indeed, he could make 
himself pleasant to all, without actually doing anything concrete. 

He had tried to be, a soldier, a writer, a landowner, but his impact 
oh people did not depend on these pursuits. He somehow 
stimulated everyone wherever he went and he certainly sowed 
seeds' in his young brother’s mind which bore abundant fruit. 
Turgenev, wrote about him: ‘ A heart of gold, intelligent,. simple 
and charming.’ Fet wrote that ‘ he was a remarkable man whom' 
everybody' not merely loved but adored.’ ‘ The huniility which 
■Leo Tolstoy, extols in theory,’ wrote Garshin, ‘ was applied by 
Ws.brother directly to life.’ . ■ 

Father told us a funny story about him. He came one day to. 
see liim in his. country house and found him not at home, buhin 
the orchard.- He' followed him there and this is' what , he. saw.: 
Nicholas was sitting silently under an apple-tree^ malting; sighs = .. ., 
to -his brother to be quiet. 

:TSh:. .-. sh . . . don’t make a noise.’ ..V. ■’ 

. ; ‘What are you doing here? ’ father asked ,in a .whispeh h -'; ' 

Sh,. ,. I’m;: watching Father Akim stealing, my .apples.’; 

'■ .Tt transpired that. Father Akim, a young, priest jhst appc)mted'>V 
.tp theTkish had climbed over the hedge ■. and aftei: • asce Aa i nin g' ' ; : 
.that' the- watchman was not -there, had ffled ^Hs'- p^ 

ffPphsl-;The masterof the house sat watching 'Stedlthily/afr^d hihyi-'- 

o^^ tie -.thing :,^that. Father Akim- should realise; thit .he had-.'seen 
: ::,.Ohe daym^ father^; sthla srhall boy,.,decided,tb'suriirish:eyefy^^^ 

one whh'^s-.^re-devih;^;Walking;-besidh.-:a;iiyer>;^ 
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group of friends, he jumped into the water with his clothes on 
and his top boots. It was a narrow river, but ver)j- deep at that 
spot. He swam across, but could not get on to the shore; his 
boots, filled with water, kept dragging him down to the bottom. 
The peasant women, haymaking on the other side, pulled him 
out with peals of laughter. 

Father liked to tell us about his adventures in the Caucasus, 
how he was pursued once by the natives and narrowly escaped, or 
how a bullet exploded against a big gun where he was standing. 

He was often in danger at Sebastopol. 

In the heat of the battle a staff officer. Count Olsufiev, rode to 
the moat of the fourth bastion. Seeing L. Tolstoy on the other 
side, he shouted: 

‘ Cormt, here is a parcel from the C.-in-C.’ 

Leo shouted back: 

‘ Ride up here with it.’ 

Olsufiev, evidently, had to make his way across the moat, 
but fell from his saddle. Meanwhile the shooting grew more 
fierce, the bullets whistled, the grenades exploded and he could 
not stand it any longer. He remained where he was with the 
parcel, jumped on the horse and galloped back. 

My father and his fellow-officers used to send their batmen to 
Sebastopol on errands. My father’s batman showed no fear when 
he had to cross a place under fire. But another officer’s batman 
was terrified at the prospect. My father used to recall him with 
bitter self-reproach: ‘ How thoughtless we were and cruel I We 
would send to town not Alexei, who didn’t mind, but the poor 
frightened batman, and laughed when we saw him crawling under 
the fire of grenades and buUets.’ After the capture of the Malak- 
hoff hill and the Russian army’s retreat to the north of the 
Sebastopol bay, it was decided to explode the battery on the 
Pavlov promontory, from which the allies could have opened 
fire on the town. The decision was made late and there was no 
time to bring away the wounded. Father said that he saw the 
officer who had just executed the order, sleeping the sleep of the 
just. He was a healthy, good-natured young man. 

Father went twice abroad — ^in 1857 and in the winter of 
1860-61. During his first trip he lived for a time in Paris. He saw 
a man being guiUotined there and this left him forever disgusted 
with capital punishment and even witli European civihsation. 
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He heard a lot of fine music there, and went to the theatres. He 
did not like the stilted style and pathos of Racine and Corneille. 

In Switzerland h.e lived in Clarens, on the shores of the Lac 
Leman, in a modest pension where he was registered wrongly as 
M. Folstoy. As his title was unknown in the pension, people did 
not treat him as a wealthy Russian count and he became very 
friendly with the landlady and the lodgers. On the way home he 
stopped at Baden-Baden, where he prided himself on rubbing 
shoulders with the great, among whom was Count Olsufiev. 
When Father saw the latter bow low down before Priace William 
(later Emperor William) he realised the futility of his pride. 

Father’s second trip took place because of his brother Nicholas’s 
iUness and was saddened by his death. But my father had an 
interesting time nonetheless; he studied the situation of the 
schools in various countries and met many outstanding people 
like Froebel and Herzen and Proudhon. 

After his brodier’s death he went to Italy. Perhaps because of 
his morbid state of mind, he did not react to the beauty of the 
country as he would have done otherwise and said that for us 
people of the north the southern climate was too disturbing. 

He visited the Houses of Parliament in London and listened to a 
tliree-hour speech by Palmerston, which left him cold though he 
considered it a masterpiece of oratory. He went, too, to a public 
reading by Dickens and was moved to tears. 

In the fifties Father had formed a preconceived hostile opinion 
of Herzen, but after i86i, when he actually met him in London, 
\ he clianged his mind. They were photographed together on the 
momentous day of the proclamation of the emancipation of the 
serfs. Father considered Herzen to be a man of energetic, san- 
guine temperament, an eloquent conversationalist and a b rillian t 
wit. He talked about Herzen’s peculiar build — he was a short 
man and had a very broad body. They shared a hatred of Nicholas 
I and Father was often to quote Herzen’s words on tyrants in 
general: ‘ Chenghiz-Khan was no doubt a menace and difficult to 
again. But how much more terrible it is when at the disposal 
of such a figure there can be guns, railways, telegraphs and 
telephones and all the other achievements of modern science. 
Nobody can fight against that.’ 

There was another story he told oLHerzen. One day when 
Herzen was walking along a London street he came across a 
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carpet spread on a pavement in front of a wealthy house. Two 
flunkeys stood on either side, forbidding passers-by to step on it, 
and people had to go out of dieir way to avoid it. It was clear 
that some important personage was expected to arrive. Herzen, 
however, did not go out of his way but pushing one of the 
flunkeys aside, stepped on to the carpet. The flunkey he had 
pushed shouted to the other one: ' Let him pass. He is a gentle- 
man.’ 

‘ The English are an aristocratic people,’ Father used to say. 
' What they revere in their gentlemen is not only the question 
of heredity, of privileges and of wealth but also their physical 
and mental powers. They talk of their aristocracy as of “ our 
betters No Russian would ever do that.’ 

He used to say of Herzen’s personal tragedy that it was partly 
brought about by the fact that the men of those days, Herzen 
included, were light-hearted about betraying their wives with 
housemaids or prostitutes, whereas the women took such matters 
very much more seriously. 

Later on he came to appreciate Herzen more and more. He said 
that the banning of Flerzen’s writings in Russia left Russian 
society unaware of an important trend in Russian letters and that 
this caused a distortion in Russian thought. He approved of 
Herzen’s opinion of the Slavophiles, who wished to remind the 
people of something they really wanted to forget; orthodoxy and 
autocracy. In his childhood and early youth Father’s attitude to 
serfdom was as to sometliing inevitable. Even his teacher and 
aunt T. Jergolskaia believed that there was no alternative. His 
reaction against it developed only after he left the university and 
began to manage the affairs of Jassnaia; but even then such 
criticism as one finds in A Latidomier’s Morning was unconscious. 
During the years in tlie Caucasus and in the Crimea he had little 
time to give to questions of this sort. But from 1885 his repudi- 
ation of serfdom became firm and determined and appeared with 
particular vividness in the story Poliknsbka. 

When the time came to deal with the peasants, he behaved as 
did all the landowners of a liberal turn of mind, but no more 
than that, and indeed he reproached himself later for not having 
talcen a mote generous line. One day I asked him whether he had 
had the occasion of bu)dng or selUng ‘ souls ’. He replied that 
sometimes he was, in fact, put in the position of having to do so. 
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TRAVELLING: ' ■ ■ 


dn the .pensions ^|Stance.|When..girls ofihi^ yillage married 
jjbkstots’pfptherdiaadpwners or -the other' round. • . ; ■ 

;;,;I fea^emher;;a;st6ry,;m^ father .used to tell as he Wrniself had 
hfeard-it frpih a heasanf .whp ' at the end. of the fifties foretold that 

hd^ddmiwould>be granted and gave the reason -^hy... 

‘{■fF'wah by; myself one day in, the fields, in the 

twinght .;; ; Suddenly I see a dark, a very dark cloud cast over the 
skyVhfifithe'sky abpveftis sti^ quite light. And coming out from 
under the ;cloud I .see a pair of long, very long peasant’s feet, in 
bash shpes, groping- for the earth. They grop^ and grope. and” 
fih^y reachuf.'- Ahd as soon as they feel the grpund tinder their 
feet,&ey'wa^^^^ through the field. And so I. 

kh'ewy-ffeedoni-would cOme.’ ' ' - • . 

man. Father had an exceedingly .hot 
teihpef .v'hdn roused to anger, and on occasion was known to 
fefoft to, violence. . This is one story he told us himself. In 1865 
he was hving.withhis wife arid her then unmarried sister, Tatiana, 
6h 'hih;secqrid eftate. My mother and her sister went one. day to 
bathdjinime; river. In. that year, the forest adjoining the river had 
been^soldhdjhj. merchant and the forestry pfficies were nearby.' 
While.'ithey .were in' die water, a forestry offidsd passed by. He 
stbppedand.begari to.make bawdy-jokes at the tyro young women 
andj:in;;spite offthem entreati refused to go tiway. When they 
fiiriUy: got; honie, ;they'. told Leo Tolstoy about their adventure. 
He’;flew;,iritd‘;a violerit rage, rushed to the forestry offices arid 
■hrqkehis stick ’-across the offender’s back. . '. . 
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Chapter ^ 

Farming 


Until the eighties, Father took a great interest in his estates. . 
His way of farming was very characteristic of his nature;’ H6 - 
became engrossed first in one aspect of it, then in another^.; 
searching constantly for new methods. But it was not the triain-- 
spring of his existence;. he had not much time for it nor^did he=; 
have suificient patience. Besides men and the world of nature 
interested him much more than making money. . . , , ' : / 

I remember when I was a small child in Jassnaia, we had 
numerous bee-hives, pigs and sheep and some beautiful cows.,./ 
But the bee-hives did not last for long and my mother declared , ' 
that, according to the veterinary surgeon, the pigs died.. frqrn a 
strange disease caused by hunger. It proved, to be unprofitable 
to breed sheep in such wooded land, they nibbled at all die young 
shoots and produced inferior manure. The . cows yielded .litde 
milk for they were neitlier properly fed nor , sufficiently rqiJfced, ’ 
The only profit-making undertakings of Father’s were the leasing 
of grazing land, the planting of new trees and the increase of ^th'e / 
apple orchard — ^perhaps because these brandies of agriculture did, ' 
not demand the master’s constant attention. In . the sixties, and 
seventies, oxen were sent from tlie Ukraine to Mosepwand Feters- 
burg, not by rail, but by road, and on the way they ^^ed on lahd ' 
specially leased for this purpose. About one hundred and, :^y 
acres of our land were used for this. In the sumrner .ffiere wqt^^ 
be several herds of smoky, phlegmatic, beautifiil Ulirainiari oxen ■ 
with long horns, grazing on our land on their way to be/slaught- . ■ 
ered in Moscow and Fetersburg. The, men lived in tents, mal^g : 
bonfires to cook by. When, Hter. qn, it was forbidden 
oxen tliis way because of epidemics, Faffier gave the , land .todae ’ 
peasants; fertilized by many years of gradfig^ the. land^ 
good, harvests and the prosperity of ihe peasants 


FARMING 


'TJae forests were perhaps the estate’s greatest asset. Father 
never felled the trees, for he considered that the forest was 
capital that increased through a natural process of accumulation. 

‘ The forest is the daughters’ dowry,’ my mother used to say. In 
spite of its being well guarded, timber was often stolen by the 
peasants but Father never brought the cases to court, and some- 
times, even pretended not to notice that the pilfering went on. 
More and more apple trees were planted and yielded a huge 
harvest of apples. But there was not enough pruning and spraying 
of the trees and very soon the orchard became neglected. The 
estate on the 'vdaole ran at a loss, because the house absorbed too 
much of the land produce. 

Fatlier’s other estate, Nikolskoe, came from my great-grand- 
mother Gorchakov, and after many ups and downs fell into my 
father’s hands in i860. It was situated near the estates of Turgenev 
and of Fet. Father lived in it during his quarrel with Turgenev"^ 
and the hill on which he wanted to fight a duel with the writer 
was halfway between the two estates. The village of Nikolskoe 
is described in Kesunectm. Almost one-third of it was forest 
^ inhabited by wolves in great numbers. The old house had fallen 
down and in its place stood a thatch-roofed annexe. The farm 
buildings were in disrepair. Nearby stood a church buUt by my 
grandfatlier according to a vow he had made during the war. The 
’ man who ran the estate, Orlov, was of an ecclesiastic background 
and had managed it for twenty-eight years, at first with great zeal, 
but later he had taken to drink and had neglected it. He was ex- 
acting with the peasants, but he was a just man, and they had a 
great respect for him. When he was angry, he wotild seize a man 
by the nose and toss him from side to side. One of the peasants in 
the village was a well-known horse thief, feared by one and ail. 
, Orlov, presuming that a horse thief would not steal from his 
master, engaged him as a forest supervisor. True, there was no 
horse-stealing on the estate after Tikhon was hired, but the 
- thefts of timber increased and he had to be discharged. One 
day Orlov met him in the wood and they had "the following 
conversation: 

‘ You did wrong when you discharged me,’ said Tikhon, 
‘ worse things might come to you . . . ’ 

‘ What sort of things ? ’ asked Orlov. 

*SecpageiJ9. 
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‘ Well, who knows — ^maybe some of your animals will go . . . 
or tliere could be a fire! ’ 

‘ A fire? ’ exclaimed Orlov. * Let me tell you that if a fire 
breaks out on the estate, all your village will bum to the ground, 
and your house will be the first to go.’ 

I am certain that Orlov would never have carried out his 
threat, but it had its effect and no untoward incident took place. 

He applied slightly original methods in his estate management. 
He believed insurance was an unnecessary expense, but planned 
the outbuildings far from one another, to prevent fire from 
spreading. As a result, there was a lot of thieving in the buildings 
farthest from the house and a great deal of money had to be spent 
on watchmen. Another idea was to spread straw in the field and 
plough it into the earth, which he maintained was more bene- 
ficial than using natural manure. The peasants used to carry away 
the straw to their homes each night. But in spite of tliese eccenttic- 
ities his management proved successful; he planted crops of 
potatoes and sold them to distilleries and sold beet to the neigh- 
bouring sugar factory. 

One day when I was returning from a ride on horseback with 
my father, he asked me: 

‘ What are you thinking about? ’ 

I don’t remember what I replied to that but, summoning up my 
courage, I asked him, in my turn, what /je had been thinking 
about. He smiled and said: 

‘ I was wondering whether Orlov is honest or not and how 
unpleasant it was to suspect anyone of dishonesty.’ 

‘ And have you decided that Orlov is honest? ’ 

‘ Yes, I have,’ he replied. 

He used to go from time to time to Nikolskoe to supervise 
Orlov; they corresponded continually and Orlov came often to 
Jassnaia to make his reports. 
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In the bid' days maiiy sportsmeh considered hunting more of an 
obligatibd'than a pleasure. I knew one poor landowner who used 
to^ put onr fresh underclothes when he went to hunt boar, like 
ayRornan ' general going into battle. 

.■> Fof'my father, hunting was not simply an excuse for a social 
pccasibn, a picnic in. the open air or for showing off his pack of 
hpurids. yffhe -solitary aspect of it appealed to him, he loved to 
feel-himself a part of the countryside, loved the exhilaration of 
hunting that makes the sportsman forget the petty trifles of life. 
He used/ to plan his future work on these occasions and often 
declared tliat only sportstnen and those who tilled the land were 
able /to- admire , nature with any deptli of feeling. 

V-I. remember from my childhood days our favourite Irish setter, 
the /intelligent and affectionate Dora — my father gave her that 
n^me, in honour , of the heroine in David Cdpperfield. Another dog 
■we/had— ^Boffin— was also taken from Dickens. When Father 
w;ent shooting duck, woodcock, snipe, quail, he would take Dora 
with.hiih. He was a good shot and indefatigable and Dora tired 
spbner titan he did; she would pant, her tongue hjinging out of 
. stare at him imploringly, begging liim to send 
again into the swamp. When he did nonetheless order 
X^trieye something she was very cunning and would rush 
^Ftiut„tiie . field pretending to be on, the look out for partridges. 
r;^®ther, /at that .time was not only not a vegetarian but he 
mercilessly. When he had shot a bird but had.failed 

the bird’s head 

^ithitj/.and;he ,taught.us to do the same. 

- ^?sipnate the delight of following 

h.b;^dk::bn//a/cleM with tiie foreshas a back- 

grbund,; and. -tile /sudde^^^ thflli ^hen all /their /voices are ' raised. 




TOLSTOY REMEMBERED BY HIS SON 

together and they are off after the scent of a hare or a fox. We 
did not have many hounds but those we had bore traditional 
names which were passed down from father to son. They were in 
the charge of Agafia Mikhailovna who was a great lover of animals, 
and of dogs in particular. She lived on a small annuity and spent 
a great deal of her own money on the dogs. If a half-trained dog 
should suddenly attack the sheep in a peasant’s herd, my Father 
would beat it mercilessly with a whip, holding it by Ae hind 
legs so that it could not bite. He would pay three times the 
sheep’s price. The peasants protested sometimes when we crossed 
their land and they were within their rights, but as a general rule 
the matter was settled perfectly peacefully. 

After we moved to Moscow Father stopped hunting altogether. 
The hounds died one after the other and so did Agafia Mik- 
hailovna. My younger brothers used to go out with a gun, but 
only to shoot hare. 

It was a joy for me to go hunting with my father. He surren- 
dered spontaneously to his passion for it and I was infected with 
his enthusiasm. 
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First Winter in Moscow 


In August i88i my mother, in spite of her pregnancy, went to 
Moscow to find a house fot us to live in. My fadier was moving 
to town because he had promised my mother to spend the winter 
in Moscow, but could not think of it without horror. My mother’s 
heart was set on tliis move. For me it meant the long-awaited 
end of my school years and my entrance into the universit)’’. 
Tania, was thinking of parties and balls and intended to learn 
painting for which she shouted some talent. Ilya felt apprehensive 
about starting in a new school and missed the autumn hunting 
for which he had developed a passion. The others, Lioya, Mashka, 
Andrei, and Misha were too young to have any definite opinions 
at all. 

At that time our financial situation was very satisfaetbry^ 
I say ‘ ours ’ because Father considered that all he had belonged;^: 
in fact, to us. He had sold a mill on one of the estates, part of ^the 
forest in Jassnaia, and had received a large sum from his publisher. 

At that time I had adopted a distant attitude to the rest of the 
family. I harboured vague radical notions, inspired. p^fdpFy:Ae 
books I had read, and by injustice and. poverty; 
criticiised the government, bureaucracy, the weal&T' Hasses; and 
the clergy. Only very gradually was this trend Aansfo.rmed into 
what was called a liberal bourgeois point of view. .Bht;what::wa^^ 
never to alter was my attitude towards science, esTecidly towards 
Ae natural sciences which I considered to he true impwledge.^d : 
enlightenment; and I couJd.pcycff^r^e twfh.my 
on it. On the other hand, I was .attracted’ by .^e pnteri 
offered by a society: in which; my. ino&er ''and; T 
.an. acti'ye patt,.dipugh i W^as aipobr dghcen Thrpughbufniy Itfe 
as a .student, I rather tended tb ;gb frpmBne ^xtteme to. .tfie 
;feoin the life of society fo the ?life: pFi^e tadibal'^i^^ 


( first winter in MOSCOW 

from Father’s teachings of Christianity to the teachings of science 
and of atheism, from a simple way of life to one of drunkenness 
and revelry. 

I loved music, particularly the piano, and wanted to enrol at a 
music school, but it was difficult to combine that with the 
university, and the latter was the more important to me. I lived 
the first month alone in Moscow quite independently, on the 
small allowance granted to me by my parents. I did not know my 
way about and had to ask people in the street to guide me to the 
university. The lectures had not started yet; I wandered about 
Moscow and found great pleasure in joining in the university 
life. In September our whole family moved to town and Mother 
engaged a new cook, Petr Vassilievich, who was a land man, 
perhaps a little too fond of drink. Our old cook and the old 
nurse remained in Jassnaia and received a pension. 

The first impression of the house was very unsatisfactory. This 
is what my mother wrote to her sister Kusminskaia: 

‘ Soon after our arrival, everybody became wrapped in a 
deep gloom which increased every day. The house seems 
made of cardboard, and is so noisy tliat we have no peace in 
our bedroom and Liova cannot work in his study. I am in 
. despair and the strain of keeping everyone from maldng a 
noise is considerable. Finally Liova burst out tliat if I loved 
him and was concerned with his mental condition I would 
tiever have chosen these rooms where he never had a 
moment’s peace, where the price of a single chair would 
have made a peasant’s happiness — ^aUowed him to buy a horse 
, or a cow, that it drives liim to tears, and so on and so forth. 
But there is no going back. Of course he drove me to hysterics 
and I am walking about as in a vacuum; everything is a 
. muddle in my head and I feel ill, as though suffering from 
shock. You can imagine how easy it aU is, only a fortnight 
before the baby is due and so much to do.’ 

The house was indeed as though made of cardboard and one 
could hear everything going on in the next room. I had hardly 
any time to play the piano and when I found the time I was afraid 
of disturbing Father. 

Ilya and Liova were supposed to enter a State gymnasium, and 
Father was asked to give a guarantee of their ‘ political stability ’. 
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He was very angry and said: ‘ I can’t give such a guarantee even 
concerning myself; how could I do so for my sons ? ’ He arranged 
for them to go to a private school which made a better impression 
on him and where they asked for no such guarantees. Tania v^as 
placed in an art school and a music teacher was engaged for me. 

But even after a month in Moscow my parents felt no better 
about it. My mother wrote to her sister; 

‘ The first fortnight I cried aU the time because Liova was 
not only gloomy but plunged in the most terrible apathy. 
He did not sleep or eat, and sometimes he wept and I thought 
I was going crazy. You wouldn’t have believed how ill I 
looked. Then he went to Tver to see Bakunin, and after that 
he went on to a village where he stayed witli a dissenter and 
finally he returned in a better frame of mind. Now he works 
in an annexe which he rents for six roubles a month, and goes 
out for long walks in the suburbs and saws wood with the 
peasants. He enjoys it and it agrees with him. We always 
have visitors in the evenings. But no one seems to be really 
content about the move and this is a great disappointment to 
me. Ilya longs to be in Jassnaia and so does Tania. I would feel 
better myself in Moscow if people were happier around me.! 

My mother was only consoled by the fact that it was ‘ a blessing 
for Serejha, obviously, that we are in Moscow.’ She was depressed 
not only because of my father’s depression. She was on the verge 
of giving birth to her child and on October 3 ist the boy Aliosha 
was bOm without much discomfort. 

Father was in a restless and gloomy state of mind. He wrote to a 
friend in November 1881: 

‘ There are two alternatives: to give up and suffer passively, 
surrendering to despair, or to submit to evil and lull oneself 
into a semi-conscious state with trifles and card-playing. 
Luckily I cannot do the latter and the former is too painful 
so I am bound to seek some other solution. One possibility is : 
verbal or written preaching, but this opens the door to 
vanity, pride and perhaps self-deception as weU, and one 
fights shy of it; another possibility is to distribute charity to 
the poor but here the huge figures of the needy oppress you. 
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first' . . 

' S ! natiVt'^l Ir'n rnrr iiihify'. -The only^ solution I. seeds, to lead a good 
, d dlifd and siiow a 1^^ face to everyone. But I have, not found 
. do itj as you have. I always think of 5 ’’ou when 

d go -dstrayi It is very seldom that I succeed in achieving' this 
y , ;happyH;state; I’m. hot-tempered, angry, easily roused and 


5 ; ^Before: iuk,,'nia:rri iny father knew almost the whole of 

.Petersbufgiiigh society. Now he avoided his friends. My mother, 

;pn the other hand, in order to ‘ bring out ’ Tania^ tried to renew 
JtheSe^.es-and to dake Tania to balls and parties. ... 

: Apart Trdm.jthe; realisation that life had shaped itself- quite 
'Cpntrary fto his -convictions. Father resented the disturbance of 
.his':' habits, and the loss of the freedom he had enjoyed in the 
Country ..[When 'he first came to .Moscow, for instance, he. felt 
:awkward|in; lfis tra girey blouse. It did, indeed, seem 

sti'ange amidst' the elegant attire of our guests. Father could not 
both firbih -habit and because of his new viewpoints, wear con- 
vehtidnal cldthes. So he chose a cornpromise: a black jacket that 
hb "lydre over a soft shirt, buttoned up. to the neck. It \yas neither 
.a <'blduSe;hdFa;'c6.at.' He wore it for a whole winter, and finally 
feturried’to'ius old blouse. ' 

'J NtVas'hot Only the town atmosphere and the noise in the house 
that interfered with- his works; he was upset by all the visitors. 

If would\be uMair to say that he disapproved of them; no, some 
of tiieih he. liked; but tiiere were so many of them and he was 
unable to organise himself sufficiently well to avoid them.. One 
of his , fnendsySerge Yuriev, a left-wing, Slavophile, uaed to come, 
often :and Father Jexpou his religious views to him; to iyhich 

;ffie other- listened' synipati^ He was very popular in^Mos- , 

.cow-and XyeU-imown fo^ Ms' absent-mindedness,- a target for ihr 
fiftiherabie 'anecdotes;: On one of the Thursdays'when he used fb , 
^^scbiyn guests, he left flat and meeting a friend in the dobrwayj . ' 
.“sad'; '.‘ Don’t go it’s 'terribly, boriiig ! ’ fiOne; day he seized- ■ 

3>F^k;^stead:bf ihs:hat -and 'ahno.st.pm bn ids head.; Another, — 
ftay hexame.-tq Mdft.us and: when^ lum out^I asked . 

;which;was:iuS; cbat;:Tl- don’t knb^j^,’:ffie‘IrepHed;^, alr^^^ . 
=-tried:f^b.^^yT’\f-;rA ■' 


■ Anomef ;feend was fNiSholas ,F,edbroy; :'a librarian: jand- 


;ain^-. 
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of ascetic Jife. His room was so small that there was no room in 
it even for his bed — ^which consisted of a few boards. He dis- 
tributed his small salary among the poor and refused every 
increase. His philosophy was expressed in a book called Tk 
Philosophy of the Common Cause and it consisted of a faith that 
science would sooner or later succeed in resurrecting the dead, 
the common cause of manltind being to encourage this aim and 
to preserve everytlting that remained after people’s deaths. 

In i88z the well-loiown sectarian Siutaer came to Moscow. 
He was a small peasant dressed in a neat sheepslcin coat, with a 
thin, reddish beard and kind grey eyes. He was gentle with 
human beings and animals and was a man of great intelligence. 
His faith, which he had arrived at quite alone, was based on 
Christianity, taken as pure, personal etiiics. He was not a church- 
goer and was against military service. His son was a conscientious 
objector and was imprisoned for his beliefs in the Schlusselburg 
fortress. He did not pay taxes but did not object to them and had 
no keys to the doors of lus house. He did not expect others to 
share liis faith, in which he differed from my father, who was 
upset and irritated when anybody contradicted his beliefs. 

In May my father finally purchased the Khamovniki house in 
Moscow. It was too small for our family and Father decided to 
build an annexe. It was he who supervised the work, made all 
the arrangements about wallpaper, decoration, and so on, bought 
furnimre, and acquired a carriage. He realised he was acting 
contrary to all his convictions, but he did it to avoid the reproach 
that he left aU practical matters to my mother. 

We moved into the house in 1882. 

At the time when I entered the university the students wore 
civilian clothes and tiniforms were introduced only in 1885. 
Their appearance was varied; some wore clean suits and shirts 
with starched collars and cuffs, were properly shaved and beard- 
less, while others wore Russian blouses without ties and shabby 
jackets, tlirowing rugs across their shoulders instead of overcoats, 
had long hair and unshaven chins. 

I took my work very seriously and conscientiously, though 
there was much I did not understand, having been insufficiently 
prepared for a scientific education . . . One of the reasons for 
this was my father’s contemptTor the natural sciences. He spoke 
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■■ironically;: of ’- and for a long puzzled by 

;;hif atti.ttide.'::^^ day ydien I said I.-was patticulady interested 

:;;in;pherinst^£y:lie d physics- was the 'more interesting 

r siu'dy bebahse physical phen6mena\Were rnore common in nature 
rfhah^^bimcal ones, with which I' was in disagreement. I think 
i'pfpb'aWyShdtihe had. to hold these' opinions simply because 
;in'bls''yputh fhe; natural sciences Were hot as developed' as they 
.’Were,:'to':tecome ,in"t^^ eighties, and also because they did hot 
:;fiV in: with: his: general outlook. Later 'I began to attend only 
r.thdSeiectures .that specially ihterested me. 

XVQuf .professor p was A. Bogdanov. He had a dis- 

'. 'cdhcerfing ; habit of drawing various parts of animals on the 
thlackbdafd, . concealing them with his corpulent figure and then' 

r^ihg!tfem:o£f ■ ; ' . • , ' ' ' - 

■^^rH’remember one amusing incident at an examinEitibn in zoology; 
iCWpwete^h'eihg examined in icht3fology and one of my fello'w- 
rjshidehts.'.gpf' a question on the .sheat-fish. - • 

f':.,hTeU.;me what you kndW about the sheat-fish,’ asked the 

C^o^sp£.;^,>;V 

tfhe;;she.at-^^ and fat, with long . Whiskers and' a 

■':,.dimy.'^dK — 

1: '.;:;‘:Thikjs;a:description of Ogarev, the Moscow Police Inspector 
vih 'his ba^’^^ sheat-fish,’ the professor replied. ■ • • , 

: ' Another :;siihilar incident occurre ah examination of 
rphydcs ahd.nieteorology. At that time there were no typewriters 
.■kndithefecfa copied in longhand and then, lithographed. . 

,:;'rhuf ip^ to mistake. ‘ cyclones ’ for ‘cyclops' ’ and 

;:this isWhatthe student announced at the examination:' 

;:^,-': ‘:irhe-c^dop:.is .a- sy of winds, an area'idf low pressure,. 

;.:-etc;:'<syclpps,:’mticyclPps: V ., i ’ •'■ ■ 

;.;f,.;:;:^e.prpfes's'pr to the end and then adced:’ •. ■ ■ :■ ,'■ 

g;L;;‘/^at;is;:the ;sciehCe ydu'are eoncerhed with,:hiytholpgy :dr' 
■;thet%:)tpld^y?A 'Vj:' 

:;AAhe;dudehf'repned,hhdk.surprisedi:>'i';..; '' '. ■ . 

‘Metporpldgyy'sin’/^^^ 

S A' ^ :ypu ghher :ydur infpimation nU: eyclops.’ 

:;^.:::;l;finM-ypur-iePtufeSj^ bAA'."' 1: 

.Af ,yphr' .reference 'to' ;my. lector 

.ahswered-"arid;'gaye:tlae:Sthdeht'the;,ldWest..possible mkrkv v . 
. Chemistry .e'hthidled 'me and I spent lorig days 'in ihe labdra^^ 
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A great weakness in our chemistry , classes; was .the ,absehte'6f;'a / 
professor of technological chemistry. I have npidea;why‘tlus ti^as = ' 
so. It was said that the assistant took advantage of the, situation: 
to further his private fabrication of oUve oil out bfpeitrol 
Theology was another subject on our curriculum;, alithpughrif '; 
has no connection with the natural sciences., Ihardiy eyer^attendtd !- 
the lectures and was unable to say anything at the 'ekaminadoh'., ' 
The professor, a priest, then asked me: • f v V 

‘ What is the essence of the soul ? ’ 

I did not know how to reply and am still doubtfol as to whatl' 
the answer should have been — ‘ divine ’ I t suppose. <He ; gWye ; 
me a bad mark, but this had no effect upon the general marks; 
although theology was a compulsory subject. , "tt v;,.;' .' 

The period when I was attending the university, was. a period , 
of rabidly reactionary tendencies; there were no ..riots, , and 'the;, 
students’ only activity was to distribute in . secret-,, forbidden , 
pamphlets, which they themselves duplicated. I had ekpected .jto . y 
take part in revolutionary meetings^ but in fact there wefe,;:.only'. 
tluree or four of them in the course of the whole four years; 

In June 1884 1 had an unpleasant encounter vdthi bur inspector y. 
Brisgalov. We were standing in the hall, of the: university^ -fireb' 
paring to leave, having already put on our ,coats::and hats. -The .y 


prefect approached and said: 

‘ Please take off your hats.’ 

I asked. 

‘ Why ? We’re in the hall.’ 

He replied: 

‘ You’re in the professors’ way.’ 



Nobody obeyed the order. But a -moment .later .the .directpr 
rushed in, shouting: ‘Hats off! ’ And all the; sfadehtsy except 
myself and another student: removed - iBem;'-' We -..were bo&^^ 
summoned the next day into, the director’s; rbom.; He pretended,.; 

not to notice us. After waiting for a few moments ,- 1 tufned'tp hirn : : - 

‘ Look here, you did have us’brought, here,, didn’t you,? 


• He jumped to his feet. - / -- 
What do you mean by.“.Lobk;hereI” ? How.dare ybuyaddreksr 
the director like thatl You’U be reported . for J-imperHnenfce!^ 

.1 murmured: ‘ Is ;thapall,Lahd,left the rbom. As a:resriji: it waS; 

said'; in my-. certifi,cate, .that ; my: hehayibur ,wasL.gobd, 
excellent,.- 
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usual, pyramids of bricks of marjure, herds of oxen, sheep, horses 
and flies — clouds of flies. There was a new bailiff with his wife, 
who my father liked at first, but later on wrote about him that he 
was ‘ a bailiff of the grumbling kind who could always find 
some excuse to explain away his failures by unfavourable cir- 
cumstances. There were about thirty people gathered to drinV 
mare’s milk. Among them was a young lad of twenty-eight who 
had been expelled from school in his last term for his ‘ red ’ ideas 
and who since then had lived in either prison or banishment. 
Father often had arguments with him and his friends on the 
subject of revolutionary violence. I must admit that I agreed with 
Lazareff and his friends more than I did with my father. Father 
incorporated him in Kesmrection, in the figure of Nabatov. Father 
had decided to lease the land to the peasants, after selling the 
inventory and taking some horses to Jassnaia. The land had to be 
surveyed and the boundaries set, but my father refused to get a 
surveyor, as he said he preferred to do it himself. He did indeed 
make a beginning with a measured piece of marked string but 
never finished the work. When my fatiier left, the bailiff leased all 
the land to the peasants. Father wrote to his friends living near 
to collect the money from the lease and to use it for the poor, 
and for schools in the surrounding villages, etc. ‘ This, if God 
wills,’ he wrote, ‘will be done as soon as I can overrule the 
objections raised by my own family. I hope to live as long as that. 
Then I’ll come and arrange it all as best I can. I’ve had the 
accounts from which it seems I am owed about ten thousand 
roubles. What shall I do about it? Forget it, or get it back from 
those who can pay and give it to those who can’t ? On the other 
hand perhaps aU this is nonsense and just a kind of vanity on my 
part. Perhaps we’d better forget the whole thing and indeed I 
think that’s the best thing to do.’ His friends wrote to him that his 
claims coxild only be recovered if he went to law which of course 
he would never agree to do. The situation became uncertain and 
the problem of the Samara estate (the ‘ eastern problem ’ as we 
called it) was settled only when my mother wrote to ask that the 
rhoney from the lease should be sent to her direct, which the 
bailiff refused to do and, following which, another bailiff was 
appointed. 

On my return I started working very hard for my examinations 
and in the autumn passed them all. 
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The Discord 





Br {the eighties: the foundations of my father’s outlook on life 
which-Mie' Was to retain for the rest of his days -were, already 


Bfriily^established. Somewhere I have read the words: ‘Robert 
Burns was a poet and' therefore an unhappy man.’ Can it be that 
beckuse a poet penetrates so much more deeply into life than the 
ordinary, man he therefore becomes much more absorbed m all 
its::k^rretchedness ? That was certainly what happened with- my 
father; He' could- see. so clearly all the unhappiness iti this world. 
He'.wkstoo deeply aware of life’s miseries and for that reason his 
own i happiness was impaired for ever. The poverty in Jassnaia, 
the;start’'adqa' in Moscow moved him to^fears. I remember one 
dky-;he came homfe from visiting Fedot; the poorest peasant of 
Jassn^; Who was dying, and said in a voice trembling witli 
tears; {‘I-Iere was I, returning from Fedot by the short cut from 
the •viliagc whcn; I heard Serejha'(tbat was me) playing Brahms’s 
Hun^riah dances. It is no shame on him, but it seemed sO strange 
that almbst next. door there was a poor soul ill and dying and- we, 
did nbtknow anything about it, we did not wahtio know, wejjust 
Went oh: playing: gay tunes;’ After the;' crisis ’^Father saW{lh his 
detuaifof Everything he had previously loved and believed-ihihe 
criterion Vof the . rightness • of his hew. opinions, Brought up : a's'ia 
chufchgoep no w he- was ; crittcal about "the 'church rites ; la Farmer , 
WEo,.had- loved, farming, now he- denied; the right 'to own .land j i 
.amah. of great, culture himself he now mrned agamst 'European , 
culture anddoiowledge; a great artist hifflsek; Ke denied{fiU;,,& 
that {(hdindt’/corfespbhd tO'i^^^ owntcdhceptidn 'bf pure- art ■.{f V 
ffis opinibn of the jdle'ttclh.including menibers of ;his 
thafthe'y^yere:'a,gang''pfihadmch.l'He{wi:pte;m 
i 8 84 ‘ Ithas.lshddenly. occur fedtp meha wti 
ma<hmhi’){What if going tp .happenitiFukEllj ' TTT v = {{ y" 



TOLSTOY REMEMBERED BY HIS SON 

At the same time these years were his most prolific ones. He 
wrote; What is mj faith}. What is left for us to do}. On life; also 
artistic works like: The Death of Ivan Ilyich, The Employer and the ‘ 
Employee, The Kreutc^er Sonata, Fruits of Enlightenment, Tower of 
Darkness and a number of folk stories. He was also learning 
Hebrew. 

From 1 8 8 1 his forbidden works began to circulate in manuscript 
and provoked an intense interest. People came rushing to him with 
problems of faith, with social and ethical problems and with their 
personal problems as well. He considered it his duty to see them 
all, though it took up a great deal of his time and wore Hm out; 
and in spite of my mother’s eflForts to limit the hours of the visits, 
the people came long before seven p.m. and stayed till long past 
midnight. My mother and sister Tatiana joldngly called iny father’s 
disciples ‘ the dark ones ’, in contrast with their friends, who were 
‘ light ’. His whole order of life changed abruptly. He rose early, 
tidied liis room himself, pumped water from the well and rolled 
it home in a barrel, chopped wood, made boots. He stopped 
drinking wine, became a vegetarian and tried to give up smoking, 
though it was only in 1888 that he actually succeeded in doing so. 
My mother consideres^d vegetarianism unhealthy but in Father’s 
case she was wrong, because for his liver complaintut was defi- 
nitely very appropriate food. In Jassnaia, in the summer. Father 
gave a great deal of his time to helping a poor widow who 
owned a plot of land there and he took over from her all her hard 
work, cutting the grass, collecting the hay, the rye and the oats, 
manuring, ploughing and sowing for her. 

As the censorship would not allow liis books to be published 
he had ill)' Faith printed at his own expense. But the thirty copies 
published in this way were confiscated and distributed among 
people of authority. Abroad there soon appeared translations in 
French and German. It was the voice of his conscience that was 
spealdng now, urging everyone to devote himself to the truth 
and the sprea^ng of it ‘ not Only with one’s tongue, but with 
one’s beUy, one’s arms and one’s legs.’ . 

My mother could not accept his new views. Naturally she 
wanted security for herself and her children, who of course at 
that time could not earn their own living. I the eldest and nineteen 
in 1882, was still in the university, her youngest, Ahdsha, was a 
baby. How far was she to limit expenses? Was she to go on 
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educating the childten, or not? Should she keep a servant? 
Should she livedn Moscow or Jassnaia? Should she accept the 
copyright money? She had to have definite answers to all these 
questions, but she got none from my father, who considered that 
the fewer material comforts a family could indulge in, the better. 
My mother, on the contrary, as if by perversity, began to spend 
more. She realised it, though, and wrote to my father on Novem- 
ber 12th: ‘ As I’m a past master in grousing, I can’t help grousing 
and regretting all that has been; all that I used to grouse about, 
how wonderfal it all was I And I can’t help reproaching myself, 
for I am so much worse now than I have ever been and you, who 
used to be good even then — you are so infinitely better now.’ 

Thus tlie discord between my parents was continually in- 
creasing. I can’t reproach either of them. They were both right 
and wrong in their own ways. The dissension became acute in 
1884 and 1885. My father wrote at that time in his diaries about 
his loneliness witliin his family, die domineering character of his 
wife, her sharp tongue, her hostility concerning the change in his 
way of life, ‘ it is as if I was the only sane man in a madliouse, 
run by madmen; my family does not understand the torment that 
I live in.’ He complained of the wickedness, the idleness of liis 
children, of his wife’s unending criticisms; he was upset because 
she had decided not to nurse the child she was expecting.* She 
justified it by saying that she had to give too much of her time 
now to looking after financial and domestic matters and she could 
not do a man’s work and a woman’s work at the same time. 

On June 17th after a stormy altercation, my father decided to 
leave the family. My mother reproached him for not providing 
the money to keep us all, my fadier reproached her for her 
thriftless way of life and her refusal to live more austerely. In a 
way, as far as the last winter was concerned, his reproaches were 
justified; for my mother and sister had been leading a hectic 
social life. But in her last month of pregnancy she certainly could 
not be expected to bodier herself with how to liquidate the 
Samara estate or how to lead a more simple life. 

After this conversation my father packed up a bundle of things 
in a rucksack and made his way on foot towards Tula, determined 
to leave us for ever. Fortunately by the time he had got halfway 

*On June i8th 1884 their daughter Alexandra was born. 
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he had changed his mind and so he returned home. I was in 
Jassnaia at the time and only learnt of this much later. 

In the eighties I sympathised very little with my father’s point 
of view and often argued with him. I disagreed with his desire 
to alter our life, and in particular my life, with his attacks on 
science, and with his theory of non-resistance to evil. It infuriated 
him. He mentions his conversations with me in his diary: 

‘ March 1884, Have argued with Serejha about his obtuse- 
ness . . . Have received letter from Chertkov with an out- 
rageous note from an Englishman “for their own dear 
sakes ”... All criminals are insane. A judge is a healer. Why 
does he judge and not testify? Why does he punish? I read 
it to Tania and Serejha. The latter is fiercely, liberally 
obtuse. It upsets me . . . 

May z^th. ‘ Why don’t I talk with Tania, with any of the 
children ? Serejha is so obtuse he has his mother’s castrated 
mind. If either of you two ever read this, forgive me, but 
it hurts very much. 

‘ What is so terrible is that all the evil — the luxury, the 
sin in my life — is of my own making. And I too am con- 
taminated and can never improve. I try to but it is a slow 
process. I cannot stop smoking, cannot find the right tone 
with my wife so that I neither offend her nor yield to her. 
I search, I try. Serejha has come. I haven’t got the right 
approach to him either, just as with my wife. They cannot 
see; they do not begin to understand how much I suffer. 

June -jih. ‘ I said to Serejha that everyone must carry his 
own burden and that his arguments, like those of many other 
people, are simply a shifting of the responsibility: “I’ll 
carry it when the others do,” he says, or “ I don’t see any- 
body else catrying it.” That means me, of course, he means 
that I don’t carry my burden either. That I only talk. That 
wounded me deeply. He is like his mother all over again, 
unkind and insensitive. Yes, it hurt me a lot. I wanted to 
get away at once. But that is weakness. Of course I have 
myself to blame if I’m woimded. I struggle, I try to dull 
the flame, but I realise that all this has upset the balance 
somewhere. In reality what do they need me for ? Why should 
I suffer so ? A tramp’s fife is supposed to be full of hardship 
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(though it is not so in fact) but it could never compare with 
Ae torment I live in all tlie time/ 

When I remember these talks, I realise that I should never have 
hinted that my father himself had altered his life only slightly, 
but I did not understand what it was he wanted from me. Perhaps 
if I had left the university and started working on the land like 
some Tolstoyans were to do later, then he might have approved 
of me. But I did not want to do that and did not think it necessary. 

In one of the later notes in his diary he says: 

‘ A man came to buy a horse. I broke my promise. Got a 5 o 
roubles. The lie in my life is wicked. I wanted to give the 
money to Tania. It turned out that the others, that is, 
Serejha, are envious. You’ll read diis one day Serejha; you 
must learn that you are very very wicked. You must work 
hard on yourself and most of all, you must learn humility. 

‘ I talked to Serejha. He was rude without any provoca- 
tion. I was upset and reprimanded him . . . For the bourgeois 
attitude, the obtuseness, the wickedness, the conceit. He 
suddenly said that no one loves him and burst into tears. 
God, how miserable I was. I could find no peace and after 
dinner caught him and said to him: “ I’m sorry ...” He 
began to sob and Idss me and repeated : “ Forgive me, forgive 
me ...” I hadn’t felt anything like tliat for a long time. That 
is real happiness.’ 

I don’t remember in what way I had been rude to him, but 
he was unjust in reproaching me with hating him. I never hated 
him, I loved him, but I could not curb my desire to contradict 
him. Now, after sixty years, I cannot remember all our arguments. 
But here is one of them, on the subject of science. 

AIj' 'Pother: Science concerns itself with everything except the 
most important thing of all, that is — die secret of how to live. 
It is impossible and it is of no value to learn all the world’s 
phenomena, 

1: But science gives true knowledge and thus destroys super- 
stition. 

Father: Scientists don’t discriminate between useful and useless 
knowledge; they learn and pass on unnecessary information on 
things like the sexual organs of the amoeba because it gives them 
the chance of living in comfort. 
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I: This is - not an /argument against , sdence, but ;a’gainst;i^^^ 
privileged status of scientists. You- might, as. weU , say? abdu^^^ 
people who deny church rites that, they deny reHgidh .dmply' ..; 
because of its dogma and its canons; it’s like the ;.provdrbV”l 
‘ Because one wants to be rid of the Hce-one throws a, fiif coat 
into the fire.’ I can say as well that you decry'science because of the • 
scientists’ privileged status. 

Father (irritably): All scientists receive tlieir s^aries from the 
State and not only are they unable to teach truths unacceptable , r!. 
to the State, they have in fact to dance to the State’s tune. 

From 1883 my mother took oVer our entire finknciah affairs//; 
We spent about 15,000 roubles a year, including the .house in i? 
Khamovniki, clothes, theatres and concerts, tr'anspott,/ etc.- The ■ . 
estates yielded litde money, our only profitable source , of income .. 
being the copyrights on Father’s work. My, father had given my /, 
mother tlie right to collect the income on all works .published ■ 
before 1881; all those published afterwards were 'out: of copy- ', 
right. In 1885 my mother undertook to have a fifth reprint of the ' 
Complete Works of L. Tolstoy. She had been advised to do.-this.-/ 
herself by the wife of Dostoyevski, and she borrowed -.2 5,060?/ 
roubles for the edition. Thus in the wing ofthe house inKhaimovr /■■' 
niki there opened an ‘ Office .for the publication 'of L. Tolstoy’s ./ 
complete works.’ My fether disliked the idea and fro whed? every'' : 
time he had to pass the inscription. • ' ;-? ? : • /-/: -''v 

In December 1885 relations between my pare;nts; siiffered'aV,'.; 
turn for the worse. In November my mother went to Petersburg / • 
to try to get, from the censor the right to include add./.. 

My Faith in the Complete Works but permission was refused. 
father was against her journey; he considered it humiliating , to , , 
beg people Hlce Pobedonostsev for a permit to publish his wOrk; / 
and was only too well aware that our familyswas going, on with , 
its luxurious worldly life, completely ignoring, everything: he 
believed in. AH this depressed him. In an uhsent letter.in Deceni// 
ber he wrote to my mother: ' 


I am in despair and can’t find a solution. There, are diree , . 
. alternatives: (i) to take, over ./authority .and give;. aU^m^^ 
...possessions away „to their. Tightful. owners^the, /workers; 
give everything away,- to save •the ybiing frorn .temptation, 
and destruction; but it will naean great cpnflict, I willprpvoke /; 
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anger , and irritation .,and frustrated jdesiresy ’wWch-.is/even 
, .[worse; (a) to leave the family,? But tha.t:tiaeahsdeaying daem, 
.relinquishing the influence which ! still 'may . have,' creating 
..floneliness for myself andfny wife and hriealdhg[a command- 
meht; (3) to continue to liye.as I do, trying, always td develop 
'rthe strength to fight 'evil with humihty and ,ldhdriesy.:T^ 

• is ' what i do, hut often can’t achieve kindness and humility 
... rand suffer agonies of remorse. Must it go on like that^ until 
■,\;Idie?’ . ■ •; '■ 

r ih another unsent letter to Chertkov at the same time he wrote : 

'V .-‘People don’t read what ! writej.they don’tlisten to.. 
what I say, or if they do, they become exasperated , as . soori . 

. as they understand what I am driving at ; they don’t- see what 
rl am doing, perhaps they try not to . . . But to -break the 
chains, to free myself fiom. falsehood without anger anfl- 
irritation I am not able to do . . . When I look round at all' 
' thelies m which i live, and feel so poor in spirit, I hate myself 
, ' and.all those who place me in. this situation ■ : - ■ ' ' 

About. December 15 th my father, in a -state [of. great dis- 

■ ’turbance, told my mother aU he thought and felt and for a second 
.time mentioned his desire to leave the family. My -mother; wrote 

■ to, her sister; ' 

, . .[ [ [ ‘ Liovochka is in a terribly nervous and gloomy state of 
' mind. I was sitting writing a few days ago wheh.he canae in’, 
looking positively distraught. Until then ..everything., had. 
.been going smoothly, with never a word, mever . an .un-.- 
pleasant word-between us. “ I have cbnie.to tellyoU I; would -' 
■ ; like .to get a divorce. I cannot go on living -like Jthis; 1 shifligo. 
.V and live in . Paris , or in America perhaps.’VPcduldh’tr have;' 
•heen mbre.surptised if the ceiling had fallen .' do.-wh on 'tpp ,’ 
- ’bf -me. I asked him what the matter was ?, Mbthingi he' Said,[ 
:.,but if you'keep loading a cart, the horse ydllfefuse to.mbvef; 
'.^Wh^tffoad is this? I, asked;. Then he ''started, .shoutmg^hnd'. 
-[syr^aring and when he said: ‘[.The ■■air;.ii[cdntkihihated'' 
'[^erever^you are,”-! told the.servanta;tq.;fetcif ineui^ 
';and;I begha tb-.pack;..! decided immediately .to^cbme and stay;: 
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with you fof a few days. The children came rushing in, in 
tears. Tania said she would come with me. Then he began to 
beg me to stay, and finally burst into hysterical sobbing; it 
was horrible! Liovochka trembling from head to foot! I felt 
a great pity for him. All four children, Tania, Ilya^ Telia, 
Masha were weeping. I was turned to stone, could neither 
speak nor cry, afraid I might say something I would regret 
later. And that was the end of it all. But the feeling of 
estrangement, of pain, is always there. And I ask myself: 
Why is it so ? I never move from the house, I work on the 
publication until late at night; my heart overflows with 
love . . . 

‘ And then finally after all this we parted as friends. He 
went off with Tania, both of them on a tiny sledge, to visit 
the Olsufievs, sixty versts away . . . ’ 

Later she wrote again to her sister: 

‘ Yes, I want him to return to me, just as he wants me to 
follow him. The life I lead now is the happy life of the old 
days and I am content. His is a new life; a life of continual 
torment, that makes for nothing but desolation all around 
him. For me it is the abyss — and I will not allow myself 
to be lured into it. This new, so-called salvation, which in 
fact brings the wish of death exhausts me so much that I 
loathe it.’ 

Later Father admitted he was sometimes unkind to his family. 

He wrote to my mother in i88 j : 

‘ I have realised how wrong I have been and I say this not 
merely to placate you. Wlien I realised this I emptied my 
heart of all its bitterness and re-established in it my love for 
you and Serejha and now all is weU and it will be well, no 
matter what happens in the outside world.’ 

In his diary he wrote in the same vein; 

‘ 1 sat upstairs with Serejha and I was so happy — there was 
none of my former irritation for him, on the contrary only 
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■ V - 'l6ye.=^^^en Irerzea^^ ;6f last year-I was;so .disgusted 

’ .yyiffi^injycdf :fot -ajl;.'&^ urifemd;,.tiungs.X wi'6te:ubout ;S6ni^^^ 
;/• ';/.andV'Serejhai’yI' love 'i^d; treasure,^ Sonia ; mdre, ‘.and .mpre. 
V m isunderstand Serejha and liavuno other! feelihgs for him hut * 

' Vj ih';did years ;tliat.'fpU^^ the relations betweenCmy Jsarents ' 
y’ariedj. "sometimes they, irhproyed and. at.M other \ times', ygrew 
'sha^:)er, '; but they: were never really at peace 'with one andtiief 
in spite:', of ...the great 'love between them. They established a 
i:eitain.>;/odr/j, iwW/,to which Tania and Masha, my sisters, both 
';cdhtributdd. ^ahiaj both Mother’s'and.Father’s favourite, a. talented 
and ehfhusiastic;girl,rabandoned the hectic .social life she had .beeh ' 
leading; (though , she kept on friendty terms -yith eyerybhe) ahd 
catrie ipuiid to. liiy father’s wayrpf thinking. Masha had never 
/enjoyed tpffifties,: and ■ entertainments ; she loved the .. country, 
/worked .bhVtlie -land, and was devoted! to my. father. They ;,bpth- 
;,helped;Kim ynth copying and with. his immense correspohderice.'i 




Chapter 5 


Jassnaia VoUana 


In the autumn of 1884 my brother Ilya and I went to Moscow to 
study. In September I got the following letter from Father: 

‘ Hulloa, Serejha ! How are you ? I’m not worried about you 
in the sense that something may happen to you, but I am 
so afraid you’ll do something wrong. And the older you get 
the worse it is. Don’t take offence at what I have to say. 
You’ll feel the same yourself when you have children of 
your own. It’s a great pity tliat Markovnikov behaved like 
that to you. I thought you have been merely breaking 
crockery in a friendly way, now it appears that the general 
did not approve of that.’*' How are the Olsufievs? It’s a 
pity that you lost your nerve about the apples. You seem to 
have left the whole thing in the aifj'. We ate aU well, and' 
living at peace wilh one another. Tomorrow we, that is 

*This is what had happened. I had been working on experiments on 
heavy oils and had been given a copper bolthead to use for it. Instead 
of using a hammer to crush the natrium I used the lid of the bolthead 
and the lid got damaged. The General (that was Professor Markov- 
nikov’s nickname in the lab.) flew into a temper and demanded that I 
should buy a new bolthead. My finances did not allow me to do so, 
and so I gave the lid to be repaired. When the Professor heard what I 
had done, he said to me: ' As a punishment and to teach you to be 
careful I want you to prepare me some cyanide of arsenic.’ This prepara- 
tion is so poisonous and self-inflammable that I was afraid to attempt 
it and refused. 

‘I’l was to receive the apple crop of that year in Moscow from 
Jassnaia and to sell it on the spot. But the cases arrived damaged, many 
apples were stolen and I had to bring them to the shed in the Khamov- 
nik house. I wrote to Jassnaia asking to be relieved of the task of 
selling them. 
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Taoia, Masha and Miss Lane and myself are going to 
Pirogovo in a dog-cart. The weather is not merely fine, this 
year the countryside is unusual in its beauty. I saw wood, I 
read, but do nothing and this mental idleness weighs on me. 
Mother is not well, but in good spirits. I cannot contemplate 
Moscow without horror nor you without pity. And the 
younger you are, the morb do I feel that. Aunt Tania was 
delighted to see you at the station. She loves all you children 
and you in particular.’ 

An old revolutionary friend of mine had been arrested and 
sentenced to be deported to Siberia for three years. In the mean- 
time he was in the Moscow prison, where the warders were 
decent men and looked after political prisoners extremely well, 
fulfilling aU their demands but begging them never to mention 
this tolerant treatment for fear of reprisals. The governor of 
the prison at the time was also a liberal-minded man and I went 
along to ask him to give me the permission to visit my friend. 
He did so, adding with a laugh: ‘ Look out, or I’ll tell your 
Mamma that you frequent political prisoners I ’ I replied that she 
was well aware of it and that Papa would have gone himself 
had he been in Moscow. When Father came to Moscow he did, 
in fact, go to see my friend and many of the scenes he saw there be 
was to describe in 'Resurrection. I remember how indignant he was 
that one of the prisoners who had married in a Kiev prison, was 
only allowed to see his wife in public though she had come to 
Moscow in order to follow him to Siberia. He also told how he 
saw a couple dancing gaily on the landing of the prison stairs 
before going to Siberia together, they were so delighted to be 
leaving the hateful prison. 

When my university days came to an end, I felt rather lost 
and did not know what to start on next. I could have gone on 
with science — and I afterwards regretted that I had not done so — 
or I might have got thyself a job in public affairs or perhaps taken 
over the running of the country estates, which was what my 
mothet wanted me to do. In my indecision I turned to my father. 
It was at the very height of Iiis quarrels with my mother. He was 
irritable and answered; ‘Work is easy to ^d: there are many 
useful jobs to be done. Sweeping the streets is a useful employ- 
ment, for instance.’ His words stung me and probably this 
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contributed considerably to my growing estrangement from 
Father’s ideas. I couldn’t accept that my four-years study at the 
university could be cast aside as useless. Unfortunately indeed I 
did little to keep abreast with developments in the natural sciences 
but through them I had acquired a steady foundation of 
knowledge and a practical outlook on life. 

At my mother’s request I began to look after both the Samara 
and Jassnaia Poliana estates. It was a very considerable under- 
taking. My father did not like the idea at all, and was prepared to 
do nothing to start me off on the right path. He refosed to 
agree that certain precautionary security measures should be 
taken. I was inexperienced; my mother was set against all 
improvements in what was an extremely prinaitive way of farming, 
and all this made it almost impossible to achieve any results at 
all. I discovered the bailiff we had in Samara had himself gone 
completely to seed. The land was by now entirely leased to 
peasants and his job was merely to collect the money. He was a 
pale, gaunt man, with listiess eyes, wearing slippers and a torn 
wooUen vest. He came to meet me when I arrived unexpectedly 
to look round the estate. He had no interests left in anything, he 
read notliing. I brought him Father’s two new stories, but he 
did not even bother to read them, a bad sign indeed, as previously 
he had been one of Father’s most fervent admirers. His wife was 
the same. Our conversation was strictly limited to agricultural 
subjects, but at the end he remarked rather pathetically that the 
moral, upright life led to nothing but misery. I did not agree with 
him and his own life was not exactly a demonstration of this 
theory; I was glad to get away from the hopelessness of it aU. 
I was young and virile and, for me, life was something to enjoy 
and suffering really did not come inevitably into it. Later on my- 
mother wrote to him explaining that she was not satisfied with 
the way he was running her affairs and that perhaps it would be 
better if he were to find other employment. ‘ You are a good man 
and I am sure will be glad to withdraw from a false situation,’ 
she added. 

I wrote begging him not to be in a hurry to leave, that we might 
work out a compromise when next I came to visit him. For, after 
all, at one time I had learnt a lot from him. But when I went to 
the farm in the autumn I found him in an even more pitiful state 
and he was very ill. In the end, however, it was all for the best. 
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'JASSNAIA POtlANA . 

' He .became a ttitof in a. private house in Moscow and after that the 
head'.bf d' conmierdal college in Nijhni-Novgorod. He came to 
visit;us dften.and my .parents were always delighted to see him. 

. .In .the summers of 188.5 and 1886, at Father’s instigation, the 
young ,\people of Jassnaia took to hay-making. My mother 

• joined in.it as well. We. used to do it for the sick and incapacitated 
: peas^ts of Jassnaia who couldn’t do it for themselves. We had 

. .a^^ne time singing songs and drinking vodlca.. One day having 
had: a . drop top much one of the younger peasants had a scuffle 
with his father and broke his arm. Another time when he was in 
the Felds haymaking,. Father knocked his foot against a cart and 

• cut it. badly. He pulled off the scab far too early, and it became 
. infected, - and ,he. began to run a high temperature. .Mother 

. summoned the best doctor from Moscow, who worked wonders, 

. md the feyer^went down, but Father had to stay in bed for quite 
. some. time. I tliink he must have been quite dangerously ill. 

-. . . .One of . the entertainments in Jassnaia Poliana was the ‘ pillar- 
box It was, an ordinary wooden case with a slit in it; it had a 
key .and hung upon the stairs. Anybody who wanted to would 
■ drop id . piece of paper with descriptions of amusing incidents, 

. . .or phararter sketclies of any of the various inhabitants of Jassnaia, 
.';..;etc. It is .difficult now to tell who were the authors, and indeed 
. mmy.: of the: sketches were written collectively. Here are a few 
„ examples that. come to hand: 

/.v’Ar; -No. I, Leu Nikolaeuicb. Of sanguine temperament. Is to 
be ranked with the “ quiet” ones. The patient is suffering 
frorri a mania called by German psychiatrists weltverh'esserimgs- 
. ; . mhn, th.e mania of world improvement. The core of the sick- 
patient’s belief that his message can' alter other 
, '' .people’s lives. General ^mptoms: discontent with die existing 

everyone except himself, an irritable 
his audience. Switches often from 
sentimentality. Individual symptoms; occxvp?L- 
: :;.ytions^y^ unsuitable and superfluous labours, like ma kin g 
; :..,’;sh^ grass, etc. Cure: total indifference oil the part 

; ips .aliihence to his speechesi and occupations of a charaiic-- 
ter dhat '.w^ absorb the patient’s energyf’.r f ; ■, ^ ' 

; j.';T^e:\autiior. -of this was Tolstoy himself, ;but he wrote, not ' 
?i%%klie::hlmself^t^^ but whatihe.'^ought.others ■ 
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tliought about Mm. He could not believe that he criticised 
everyone but himself; in every word of Ms one sees that he 
blamed himself before anyone else. And of course he could never 
have borne those around him to be indifferent to Ms words. 

The next question was: What makes him contented and what 
makes him discontented? 

‘ In fact Tolstoy is discontented with Mmself and with the 
entire human race. He dreams that improvement will come 
from all sides. He is always contented with servants, and 
continually discontented with Ms cMldren, and as to his 
destiny, tMs not even those closest to Mm would know. 
Discontent with Mmself has made him tolerant, gentle and 
understanding. But leaving feeUngs aside, let us analyse 
the expression of the face: the corners of the mouth are 
pulled down, the lips compressed. The eyes, oh, heavens 1 
the blood runs cold at the very thought of those eyes. They 
fix you with an icy severity and even their colour changes, 
it turns to glass. You cannot avoid the stern, silent reproach; 
what a miserable specimen you are, they say, what a worthless 
pitiable, spineless creature; you’ll never begin to understand, 
the meaning of life. Go out and dig the fields; they add. And 
indeed you begin to feel pitiable, weak, petty. You feel 
ashamed and embarrassed and turn away from those eyes 
and then suddenly know' relief, freedom from a yoke. Why 
have I deserved this ? What have I done, you ask yourself? 
Just how is Ms life so much better than mine, is it then 
so much more exalted than my life? And you turn back 
boldly, armed with fresh courage, to face the silent reproach. 
But no. The force of glass, truth and cold is too strong. 
And again you shrink, shamefully, devastated, crushed under 
the burden of your own wortMessness. 

‘ Occupations? Tolstoy feels himself to be a prophet He 
lives by the conviction that he has solved the problem of 
living. For Mm Moscow is a living death; he finds there 
notMng but desolation. He would like to be thought an 
ascete, a missionary, and at heart he is a kind and passionate 
man. His is an overpowering personality, but he means no 
harm. His ideal is to live in poverty, peace and companion- 
sMp, to bum all that he once adored and to adore everything 
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jassnaia -polianA’ ; 

•; he.had bhce burned; It is . Hell for Hm to Be 'surrormded 

' V AWth'.lvixury and malice and idleness. He writes books ^d 
. : gathers :,Hbwds a When he- plays cards, he 

1 ‘-does not believe in^imposing penalties for revoking, etc. 

i He plays decent croquet, with great confidence.* 

- ; . \:'Colintess Tolstoy, No. 2 ,is also inthe “ quiet ” department, 

■ but has to be isolated now and then. The patient suffers 
, from .the mania of petulance and haste. The core of her sick- 

■ . r .ness is that she believes that everybody is malting demands 

on.her and that she has no.time to meet it all . . 

. ‘ -Symptoms: she is continually trying to solve problems 
{ ':that .have never been set, always answering questions that 
'/i have never been asked, justifying charges that have never 
v;: been, made, trying to satisfy demands that have never been 
: ' presented. .. • • • - ' . ' - . 

Cz/n?.' hard , work. Diet: abstention from giddy, society.' life. 

- ‘ Only partly, contented with herself, she feels .the same 
about her children and about the -world at large. Satisfied 
i '-. with fate. When dissatisfied with herself, , tv’-o wrinkles 
' . . form upon her brow, and her eyes dart here and there,-, almost 

.in' anger, and: then it is time- to .withdraw., and leave Ber to - 
herself for. .you might be. in trouble. But when .she -is ahpeace , 
:.:tyith herself, tlieh it’s another story, then rush to her,:feaderi. 
;‘;.-> .dt would be hard to find a sweeter, ltinder,.wbman; her .eyes 
; -areCgentle and her movements soft. . Where np'w.; are th.e ; 
wrinkles bn the brow? Her eyes hght up .-and a. serene and 
. '' .“kindly srnile never leaves her hps. -And- wheh; Auiit,; Tania . ' 
.'■■V- -homes from'.the annexe, she says toherrhrTariichka/ sitwifh ^ 
me a little, I never see you, I just sit Bere; alb the . mqrnirigi .' 

; f sewing fbr the children.” When Tania recognises that voice,- ; 
t. ; . she’d not only, 'sit down, there’s nbthingviri;the. wotidvshe^-t 
r ^h-''^buld-not do fbrher.-', ■ ■ .. . -t, 'p's'.-.-' t ' 

'Sy ;-:'ip^Occupations:- ^^^ mushro,qmk:and:,'ciuldien'; :-She 

%£f;by:,the conviction ;that;she is ;'the‘-wife of a.fatnous mahb'i 

ahd.;that itikherrduty.,to..waste,.her'energy;bn'trifles,-'likerthe;-' ‘ 
.v-'.fpickihg.of wild strawberries for instahcehShe "dies' wheh;thb,'t 
;fBbys;are>iU'br:tyhenTlya''gambles;':S'evenih''B ftirB^h.-,- 

■ . :f 'tybuld; ^ that ,.Be%hr ^:gro'h^-^^ 

auBdr , of .this ''must have .been hit sister-mdawrb:;hi-b^ 
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Hell for her is vulgarity, her children’s illnesses and having 
to take important decisions or steps in life. 

‘ She produces: turmoil, dinners, luncheons, big and small 
children, dresses to fit the future and sick peasant women at 
the door. 

‘ Wlien she plays cards, she is too afraid of having to pay 
a fine. She would play better if she were not so afraid of 
losing.’ 

‘ Serge! Lvomb {the author), No. 7. The patient is suffering 
from the mania of “ universitarian Hberalism ”. Belongs to 
the category of the somewhat violent. General Symptoms: 
a desire to know what otlier people know and what he 
shouldn’t know and a reluctance to know what he ought to 
know. Individual symptoms: pride, irritability, self-confidence. 

‘ Illness still in process of investigation. 

‘ Cure: intensive work, a job, a love-affair or both. Diet: 
less confidence in knowledge and more concentration on the 
knowledge acquired. 

‘ He takes himself and life quite serenely. There are oc- 
casions when he is too satisfied with himself; for instance 
while reading his childhood diary he pursed up his lips and 
Ids eyes acquired such a naive expression when he read the 
lines : “ Monsieur, monsieur, fai attrape un rat, il etait dans la 
souricihe, disait la menagerep’’ that not only he himself, but the 
whole world would have been satisfied with him. 

‘ He lives in the belief that he will one day lead a different 
life. He dies at the thought that Alina, his cousin, has gone. 
When he plays cards, and loses, especially with a poor 
partner, he is inclined to blame his partner.’ 

All the events mentioned in die piUar-box were evety-day, 
insignificant events; the coming and going of guests, picnics, 
how a chicken got stuck in a bowl full of jam and flew out of the 
window with the bowl stuck to him, how the young ate up all the 
raspberries and gooseberries and the grown-ups were furious with 
them, etc. 

There were funny incidents like the busde which one of our 
ladies dropped on her way to the bath-house. And the story of the 
tailor Feinermann who very unsuccessfully cut a pair of trousers 
for Tolstoy. 
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V'. v 'Fa'tHer, enjoyed the pillar-box garae and apart from the charac- 
ter sfetdies he wrdte a number of notes for it. There was one 
■ called ;V'Russiah aitdnicles of the Year. 2083 ’ in which he writes 
/ ab&ufcv two. mad ' families— ^urs. and tlie Kusminskis— and all 
thy sane ones [ the famihe^ of the jassnaia peasants. One day he 
; set an aiiibiguous question which he dropped into the pillar-box; 
'.‘ Why do Aliona, Piotr, Ustiusha and others ha^ve to cook, bakcj 
sweep, serve, cdrry out, while the masters eat, drink, mess about 
and [waste their, time and tlren sit down to eat again? ’ Another 
.bf’his holes: 

On July 7th 13 chickens were eaten in the two houses; 
on= July- 8tH a lamb in one house, a joint in the other. July 
, J.JJy.qth, A.hens and 2 chiclcens, July loth, nth, 12th, 30 pounds 
f • , ■ of roast beef, 40 pounds of soup meat, 2 hens, 7 chickens and 
.' 3 h; calf weighing 70; pounds. Tliis is certainly no vegetarian 
; society; , meat, veal, beef, mutton, game and 

-.poultry. 

. " The routine of the house in Jassnaia: lo-ii a.m. coffee 

v : ..'.Vin i’the-house, ..ii-ia, tea on tlie croquet lawn, 12-1 lunch, 
V'..r-2::tea: again on the .croquet lawn, 2-3 workj 3-5 bathing, 
..y.ry'J,v7[ dinner, 7-8 croquet and boating, 8-9. small tea,. 9-10 
^"■ ■' '•:[: 'hijgh’tea, I'o-ii supper, 11-12 sleep. Arid they say we. work 
;i)v: ; tdo;little;- Why, if we go on like this we’ll soon be tubercular, 
':J;';''J;all.df us.’,'-. , 

:: v -'Thete were many other subjects besides events at Jassnaia tliat 
.'-made :-:their way. into, the pillar-box, hke notes on. Baroness 
nKrudener or the Turkish war, and so on. ; 



Qhapter ' 

Father and Son t 


In July 1888 I went to %dsit a university friend, wlio took ■ me 
to see a neighbour of his, the famous Professor Mendeleev, and , 
the greatest chemist of our day. He was a man of inarhehse; 
intelligence, charm and determination, who had great faith, in; 
his convictions of the moment and did not like anyone to con- 
tradict his bold paradoxes, in which he reminded me rather of my 
father. He regretted deeply that my father wrote against sci&ce' 
and all my attempts to explain that it was not really agai^hst; 
science but against the privileges of scientists were in vain. ‘;y ., ' 

At that time he was interested in the progress of' industry in'; 
Russia. Quite recently the university of Edinburgh' had - 
him doctor honoris causa and he told us how he had lectured in 
Edinburgh in Russian, dressed in the mediaeval toga arid, hat 
His lecture was listened to with veneration though no oiie under-., 
stood a word and it had had to be translated later.* He then , 
proceeded to expand his theory on the necessity of industrial 
development in Russia, particularly in the Don region:. ‘ Russia 
must become an industrial country, rather thari' an' agricultural' 
one, for during the six winter months, there is’notliing foran 
agriculturist to do in Russia. The Don region, has a,partit^arly 
great industrial future — ^it will become the Russian Manchester^ 
or Sheffield. Notliing must stand .in the way' bf .mdustrial^^^^^ 
pansion . . . For instance women are not allowed to. work m the 
mines. This is wrong,' for it is easier for women to bend , their 
spines than it is for, men: and there is every reasdri for them .to. 
become miners.’ 

Swayed . by all he had said we decided to: explore th^ Donep! 

■ ''*A few. years later I . found in the library, ..of -a , wbmen’s cdliege 
in .Cambridge a. translation of Mendeleev’s ’FoinidafionS of Chehiistty, 
which ' was being used as a text book. • . , ’ : • b. • ^ ' 
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■basin, but though it was a fascinating and instructive journey, 
we disappointed Professor Mendeleev by not writing about it. 

He was a convinced protectionist and used to say that it was all 
very well for the British to encourage free trade, for their industry 
was well organised. For us it was a matter of beginning from the 
very beginning and educating the workmen. 

‘ He read Father’s essay 0 « TJfe, and protested against my 
father’s hostility to the positivist outlook when all we needed 
was a reply to the question: how to live? His argument was that, 
after all, we eat every day, but that should not prevent us from 
investigating from a scientific point of view the problems of 
nourishment. In what way, he asked, were exact sciences in- 
compatible with Count Tolstoy’s views ? 

In 1889 I went to Petersburg where I must admit that I ‘ sowed 
my wild oats ’ on a rather lavish scale, I first worked in the 
Peasants’ Bank and then found a niche for myself in the Ministry 
of the Interior where I was able to attend the International 
Penitentiary Congress which took place at that time. I was very 
interested in penal reform and I had hoped to learn at the Con- 
gress what was being done in this field in western Europe 
compared with the miserable prison system in Russia. But in fact 
I learnt very little because as soon as it became known that I spoke 
several foreign languages, I was delegated to duties at the Prison 
Exliibitiofl. It consisted solely of diagrams and some of the 
prisoners’ handiwork and certainly there was nothing on show of 
the wretched prisons themselves, the crowded conditions in them 
and the horrors of deportation to Siberia. The aim of the ex- 
hibinon was simply to prove that the prisons were not as bad as 
they were painted, but tliis aim was not achieved, and besides, 
very few foreigners were there to see it. 

It was there that I got to Imow the chief Prison Inspector 
in the Far East, Kamorski. One day he offered to give me a lift 
in his carriage and during the drive he said to me: 

‘Do you know who my coachman is? He’s a convict from 
Sakhalin, a murderer who Idlled an endre family.’ 

‘ And how is it he is allowed to live in Petersburg? ’ 

Kamorski smiled at my naivety and said: 

^ ‘ He is an excellent coachman and is devoted to me. So I 
brought himliere.’ 



TOLSTOr lUlMIiMBERBD BY 'HIS, SON: ; ,■ TVVf;,' .: 

Father told a friend about nay. being at-t& .'Cohgresis,: 

‘ Serejha deliberated for a long tinae as' tb; what, 
club he should go to and the result was— the 

This was repeated to me and though in, fari:there wa^ h.ceh^ 
anaount of truth in what he said i complaihed'-iu a lehhr^^ 
sister that my father treated everything I did wdthi^reat aroh^^^ 
To which my father replied in 1890; ‘ 


‘Don’t think, Serejha, tliat I treat you wi& t‘:irbhy”,:^^a^^ 
you wrote to Tania. I was only joking whehTlsppkei about; 
the Congress. I try to remember and indeedT do .rbthenaber 
my own youth and I hope, and Tm almost certain^: that you: 
are being and always have been less fo6hsh':thM:'T:was;; 
even taking into account the different tunes and cireum-', 
stances we have lived in. If tliere was one thing that. upset, 
me in you (it used to upset me, it doesn’t any mc>re);it:was; 
that you, so reasonable and, ! should- say, : so .pracdicai . in' 
acquiring scientific and practical knowledge,. ‘so capable of 
making use of what had been discovered :bbfore; you, an 
not inclined to go off at a tangent and invent logarithms: a;nd- 
otlier wild theories of your own when there are; peife^^^^ 
good ones in existence, and so aware of ' where to search for 
Icnowledge, that, in spite of ail this, - when' it; comes; to -’the - 
most important of all sciences, the understanding of ' good 
and evil and of how one ought to hve ■then; 'yb-u; want . tp^ 


experience everything for yourself and learfi the mid way' 
and are not prepared to listen to the voice/of-esperMce;': 
you seem determined to disregard everything:.-ih.athas- be.en; 
proved over and over again more indisputably, ajtid .cle^ly-; 
than any geometrical theorem. ' ; ' y 

‘ For example, you have discovered, that- one muspfe 
occupation and you try to find one; but you’re ;nbt' sufp what, 
it should be: the bank, the prisons, the land, briocal goTC^^^^ 
ment. But there are all sorts of other things: Why hot, m^ 
Literature, industry,.;trayeh etc, ?:It.'is -clear that;,fe 
tibn tliat one should be - occupied has nb meanmg .br i^ 
ance unless it ,ds v.decided . What' tKe' occupation : should -be. , 
.And people' who had long deHberated.bh tliat question have 
■tibng ago - decided ip One must .have something:, to : do---Wt 
■ JA Jtv.' - T - fvl til® TTCiTI ■have 


risque de tejdSpldire, I must 


repeat what , you -imagme y qu;hay b 
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{ ■'long sincd proved^ to be wrongs — one must have something 
to do ini our privileged position, first and foremost in order 
to d^b, down, £com the necks , of the people on which we 
.' .howiisit: .before trying to do something in your opinion 
.> useful for these people, you must stop pestering them with 
;i demands for the . satisfaction of your whims, and learn to 
i ‘see ’to. your, own needs. Once that is done there will he no 
: ; .piohlem as to what to do next and life will be serene and 
{{jpeaheful. An exception is only possible when you have a 
'.' definite calling. But it is not for him who has such a calling 
to determine its exceptional character; it is other people who, 
ih^.that case, will demand tliat the man devotes himself to 
iAhaf useful and satisfactory calling. 

, ' : , ' . Please, my boy, don’t make this into an argument. I’m 
, hot writing, this for the sake of argument, but in the hope tliat 
. .it may .be of some help to you. Try to take all that I am saying 
>ih the same serious way as one might taclde an algebraic 
: ,.prohlem;' that is accepting that (in this case your situation) 
,\ may, be . a positive or a negative factor or nothing at all. Not 
■■v’ merely accepting beforehand that x is a positive factor and 
■ therefore : inventing the other factors that would make a 
■\positiyhfactor out.of AT. 

■,,VThe: trouble ^ that wej the descendants and heirs of 
{ ■'tyranhy and oppression wish to find, before changing our 
'?- ways . and : adriiitting their criminality, some occupation 
" through whidi we can atone for aU our past and future sins. 
'/■, ' One must accept our position once and for all, and that is not 
, .'a hard .thing, to do. And having understood it,, it becomes 
•.{'obvious that before thinking of the good. you... can spread 
.;am6ng .the people, you must stop participating, in .their 
• : oppressiph, through land ownership, . bureaucracy, hard- 
b^gain^ In the end it comes down to this: to accept 
: the. least. possible, service from other people and to work as 
•'{■nauch as possible yourself. This rule, though you 'must have. 
^ . h^ now, is such a basic one. that it be 

applietd to even the complicated,' tangled .citcumstmces in 
’ : .which we find .our today. No matter what the situation; 

■fThispfinciple must.be pur:guide,' and.we, must tty, .to, live, by. 
, ,;:it. .It is hpt; a ,!questipn to he determined superficially,, it is;a'n 
’ ap^hide ;of, hund that . decides nop where shduid;! -worki or 

•;-io 
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live, but what am I? What is the, essence of my life? ^at' 
is my relationship with the people ? What are my rights ' ; 

' what are my obligations towards them? And so goodbye. ; 
I embrace you. - 

‘ Read this letter with the same love that I put into it’ 


I replied at once to this letter: 



‘I was so glad to get your letter. I am always, tortured' 
by your silence, for then I begin to imagine thkf you .can •. 
find no good at all in me. Your opinion, however harsb it. . 
may be, is something I deeply cherish. The last ttog.I 
would do is to argue. What is there to argue against? I atO: 
agreed that one should give as much as one can, working 
for others and taldng less oneself. Except tliat you seem to 
believe that one should start with the latter, ' ^at is, with , ' 
taking less . . . But I know that if someone really works, he. 
needs to take very little to satisfy his essential needs. I'..' 
believe in fact that the two parts of the rule are indivisible: 
usually the man who gives a lot, takes little, and vice versa..;,-:' ^ 
For myself I Imow that I lead an idle and a bad life: I take a 
lot and give nothing. But every cloud has a silver lining .and . 
recently, when I have been indulging in low pleasures,. I j 
have found myself perfectly conscious of just what I was ; 
doing and found I was no longer attempting to justify my ; 
actions as I did in the past. Perhaps you will ask:’; how is it . 
that I am so aware of the evils of my life and yet don’t' 
attempt to change it? I have thought about this a great' deal 
and can only reply sincerely that I am too fond of my petty 
little passions and not fond enough of what I know to be 
good.’ . , ■ 


Impressed by my letter, Father wrote to me: 

‘ I opened your letter with fear but in. the rniddle: of it 
began to cry with joy and am now crying as I write. to you. 
God help you. . . ; V ^ . A 

A' l.':t.’'''^; 


This short letter of Father’s showed me that , he did not repudi- 
ate me altogether and that I was very dear to, him, not because df 
my life or rny ideas, jaut 'simply because I was his son. And I too 



;iaa(J tears.iri’iny, eyes w But I must confess it 

Biad Htde'^uence upon my subse(juent behaviour., . 

; , ■ '’In.May . i S^o tbe newspaper published a report of the 

■ Head of in t^hich there was a statement that* made me 

that , the elder; sons, of Count Tolstoy were 
.. doing' fheir best to control his. financial recklessness. My brothers 
■■ Ilya and Leojwro'te to me saying that we ought to;pnbIish a denial 
:,bf Hhis'sl^ -so -I wrote the; foUowing letter to the editor, 
asking:him;''to' p^ , , 


:^Sir, 


% The Ne/y May 6th published an extract from the 


;re' 




: in the Kpthakbv parish of the ideas arid moral convictions 
.K hTGpurit.L.'' Tolstoy and in it we read among other things 
; that ‘‘- Count Tolstoy was no longer able to distribute money 
. . ^ same extent that he had done in the 

■ jpastj he^us^^^^ sons had begun to control both his 

■ \ and the attempts of the peasants to set them- 

selves , up as estate.” Haymg noted that our 

-Vfa^er 'cPrisidershs effective only that help which is given by 
.V;’ perspnd effort '^d' that this precludes spendthrift habits and 
.Heaving out 'ah- 1^^ rest of the report, we, the elder sons of 
'‘' ;' Co%t £,. T^ it our duty to declare publicly 

y-;tKat ridt prilylwbiild we never allow ourselves to control any 
./ financial recklessness, on the part of our father, since we have 
y 'ho’right tp d6; sb, but that we would consider it impertinent 
y/and':<fisrfespectfiil to interfere in any of his actions. We hope 


’ -^"publish this .letter,. Signed; the three eldest sons of Coimt. 


■ ■'., sergei, iixA.,and ijjo. TOLSTOY.’ 

:y ' The'e;^tpr rephediH.-' - . ; 

;y:^.H'^:^Coto^ ' 

letter to . the Head . of thp Synod 
c’ '\f correct for, hae to, refute an 

.J; ;,X tdearn that- •&e-TIead,pf ..the' Synod has 

i ;; '.notifing against Jdie publication of ypui letter. I glad, that 

y . 'Be hakbe& bbjectiye in t^ V y..- , y„ 

yy; 0}iy?letteryvas,publis^d'ani^ . -.Hv ' T- 
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l8p0-p7 

In September 1890 I accepted a position in local government 
and in June 1891 the whole family gathered in Jassnaia— to 
discuss Father’s decision to divide his estates between us, that is 
into nine parts, between my mother and the eight children. The 
plan was that Jassnaia was to be divided into two parts— one 
part to go to my mother, the other to Ivan, the youngest child. 
The other estates — each share amounting to 5 5,000 roubles — ^were 
to be divided between the seven remaining children. Masha, who 
was very much of my father’s convictions, refused her share which 
was given to Mother. I offered to buy it from my mother, hoping 
to raise the money on a mortgage and from the sale of forest land. 
Afterwards, when Masha was married to Prince Obolensky she 
asked for her share to be returned and I paid it back in instalments. 

The agreement was signed on July 7th, 1892. Father did not 
approve at all of my work in local government and I was well 
aware of it, though he never talked about it and went on treating 
me with great affection. He wrote me the following letter in 
December 1891, from the village where he was organising 
canteens to feed the peasants in the famine areas: 

‘ I haven’t forgotten you; on the contrary I keep thinking 
about you and wondering how you are getting on. Write to 
me. We are all well, except your mother, who is kind, 
wise and active as usual but her health leaves much to be 
desired . . . Such a lot would like to say . . . but there is 
no time. I kiss you. 

L. TOLSTOY 

‘ Write and tell me what the situation of the peasants is 
in your part of the country.’ 

In 1893 I wrote a story * The Case of Prinkin ’ in which I 
described how the peasant, Jacob Prinkin, was condemned to be 
flogged for stealing sticks from a landowner’s hedge and how this 
sentence was executed. I described the flogging in the words of an 
eye-witness. 

My sister Masha wrote to me; 
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‘ Dear Serejha, 

You probably Iinow that we read your story and approve 
of it highly. Father wants to have it published in Moscow 
if you have nothing to say against it. He found a few small 
mistakes, as for instance, when you say that the sticks had 
to be broken before being pushed into the stove, etc., and 
with your permission he wiU make a few corrections. He also 
said that fhe flogging provokes a feeling of horror at the 
physical pain, but not at the humiliation . . . and that that 
is a pity ... He also felt that the story would produce a 
shattering impression on the reader and that it is a useful 
work ” . . . ’ 


Father added to the letter; 

‘ Masha has written with a truly feminine sense of propor- 
tion. It is all true. Was glad to see you, though it was too 
' short. J embrace you all. 

In July 1895 I married a friend of my sister Tania — ^Marie 
Rachinsky, the daughter of the Director of the Agricultural 
Academy. My fadier wrote to a friend about my marriage: 

' There is news in our family. Serejha is marrying Marie 
Rachinsky. The marriage will take place on July 9th. I am 
happy and at the same time frightened and also sorry for 
them . . . People who marry Uke that seem to me like people 
who fall before they stumble. I married like tirat, too. Don’t 
do the same. If you fall — ^there’s nothing to do about it. 
But if )mu didn’t stumble, why do you have to fall? ’ 

Later he wrote to another friend: 

‘ Today Serejha came to see us with his fiancee. They seem 
to love each other very much, but I’m always afraid for 
people who love each other when they marry, just as one is 
afraid for a woman about to give bi^ to a child, only in 
this case there are more unhappy than happy births.’ 

Soon aftet our marriage my wife and I went abroad for six 
months, and on our return we went to live in Moscow where I 
started on a musical career. In the autumn my wife went to stay 
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with her father and from there wrote to me that she was pregnant 
and did not want to return to me. It is hard to say what caused tbe 
break betvi>-een us. In 1897 our son Sergei was born. Soon after 
that she fell ill with lung tuberculosis and three years later she 
died. 


no 



Qhapier j 


The Dukhobors 


In 1898 we celebtated my father’s seventieth birthday at Jassnaia. 
At that time he was much concerned with the migration to Canada 
of the Dukhobors,* * who were being persecuted by the Govern- 
ment. 

At that time V. Chertkov and the Quakers were organising 
the affairs of the Dukhobors in England. It turned out that 
through the efforts of Prince Kropotkin and a friend of his, a 
professor in Toronto, the Government of Canada had agreed in 
principle to accept the Dukhobors, but insisted that the majority 
of them should not move before next spring and that only one 
hundred families should proceed tliere in the autumn. Father 
on hearing that I was on good terms with Chertkov, asked me to 
go to England and discuss the publication in English of Ren/r- 
mthn and Father Sergius, the profits of which he had decided to 
give towards the emigration of the Dulchobors. He wanted to 
know who could do the translation and if he could get an ad- 
vance on the publication. 

I went to England via Berlin and Flushing on September ist. 
Chertkov lived in Essex, in a small place called Parley. It was a 
two hours’ train journey and about five miles by coach on top of 
that. 

In Chertkov’s house, besides his wife and son Vladimir, lived 
a Miss Pickard, an elderly Quaker spinster and tlie Ukrainian, 

*The Dukhobors are a religious sect started in 1783 . They acltnow- 
ledge no earthly ruler since all men are equal, and believe xniUtaxy 
service to be sinful. They were first permitted to establish themselves 
near the Sea of Azov, then banished to the Caucasus in 1840. Through 
Tolstoy’s intervention they were allowed to emigrate in 1899 Canada 
(about half their number, 7,000, did so). They interpret Scripture in a 
spiritual and figurative sense. 


Ill 
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Anna Morcosovaj who had corneas a servant andhadnow become 
a member of the family. She was always busy, gay and witty. She 
had learnt to speak a little English. There had recently been a 
competition for laundresses in London, with fifteen women, 
including Anna, taking part in it. They had had to Wash and iron 
some towels and Anna had been the winner, and in spite of being a 
foreigner had received first prize — a china tea-set. 

On September rath Chertkov introduced me to Prince 
Kropotkin. We met in a Quakers’ hotel in London, where Chert- < 
kov usually stayed. Kropotkin also lived outside London, but 
came often to town. 

The ‘ dangerous anarchist ’ turned out to be an elderly man 
of middle height, with a greying beard, alert and active, witli a 
slightly hasty manner, dressed modesdy, and wearing spectacles. 
He looked rather like a kindly professor. 1 felt at once as though 
I had known him all my life. His simple, trusting attitude towards 
people, his fauldess manners, which came from a true considera- 
tion for other people — all dais made him a very attractive person- 
ality. The whole plan of the Duklaobors’ emigration to Canada 
had been his work. On September i ith he showed us the British 
Museum. Unfortunately it was a Sunday and some of tire rooms 
were closed. One could not have had a better guide and I re- 
marked how much I admired his versatility. He replied that he 
had to have a good worlting knowledge of science as he had been 
in charge of the scientific section of the Vortnightly KevieiP for 
several years now. 

Our party attracted a great deal of attention because of the 
Dukhobors in their wide trousers, dark blue jackets, high boots 
and astrakhan caps. As we were going from one building to 
another we passed a tall man in a top hat who seemed to stare 
at us rather dosely. Kropotkin asked: ‘ Did you notice the man in 
the top hat ? He is a spy; I have seen him often. He keeps an eye 
on anyone who has anything to do with me. You had better keep 
away from me if you want to avoid trouble when you return to 
Russia.’ 

Kropotkin told me about the death of the revolutionary 
Stepniak who had killed the Chief of Police Mesentzev. He had 
been a close friend of Kropotkin and Kropotkin told me that he 
had had no remorse at all about his terrorist activities. He lived 
in a London suburb and went to work every day, by a short cut 


IIZ 
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ilpng itiie failway line, on a path that was so nartow that there ' 
yas' hp room tp. escape if a ttain, was cbniiiig. Usually he went 
this 'way when he icnew no tr^'was due. But one day he made a ; 
tnistake or else a train passed- at the wrong time. On this occasion 
he wa^' caught at the dangerous part of the line and unable to 
cross to safety, he was rxin down and killed. I asked Kropotkin 
what his ‘own. attitude- was towards the recent naurder of the old 
A-uhtfian- Empress. He replied that in this particular case he was 
sad that a harthless old lady had lost her life but hard as it was for . 
him,' "he; could not^ avoid accepting responsibility even for this 
murder,; for in principle he was an advocate of terrorism.- , 

■vJ read his book: The Conquest of Bread which was banned in 
Rdssia and 1 searched in it for an answer to the problem J had 
pondered over for years ; was a man’s moral and rnental develop- 
ment influenced by his way of life, his environment? If the old 
way -bf-'living was completely changed and private ownership 
done; away with, would human relationships really improve? Or 
wbxild the; same tiling happen all over again, as it does when you 
stot.dissolving crystals ? X^en the solution boils over the crystals 
form exactly the . same cilbes and rhombs as they -did beforck;'! 
asked; him what reason he had for believing that -things: would, 
ever be: better. People would be exactly the same,- after aU. His 
reply was that people were in fact better than the lives they were 
forced fd live -. . . The patterns of their lives had been formed over 
the^yearSj.pften.by inertia, and now they were unpractical and out- 
of-date. v'He envied me because I was returning r.to RusSiaj and 
dpubteddf he hiriiSelf would ever see it again . . y , , •. , 

■ But times, changed and after the October Revolution Krppot-, 
k^:di(| ■return to-Russia; I saw him several times . : Once it was 
on;his ;birth'day and he was having a musical party, fPrjhe wasg 
great , lover of music. Father did not know- him :personaliy, but 
syihpathised ' with' his‘ anarchistic -ideas,- though , he :was ;again;st 
their acliieVement through violence. Kropotkin’s book 
Faet^orkfahdWqr^bofs mtc^^ him very muchj and particularly - 
.what;hediad. of the tremendous possibilities: Of ;mtensivc .; 
farnung. Famer found that Kropotkin’s facts were, a;denial of, the 
■Malthus-theptyi'a market-gardening and, fruibgrowing^^ 

can feedk great nurnberio hid the more people, thPmbm^ 

wprking.;handk;'iesSlahd is.ne fpr.producihgfood-smflsiifit-. 
is intensively; tilled. Father added’ thaf . Of cqursedf. man we^ 
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become vegetarian there would be even less need of land, and 
meadows or foodstuffs for cattle would be things of the past 
To return to my visit to England. There was a meeting one 
evening at which one of the Dukhobors told us the story of the 
burnings of arms by Dukhobors which took place in Tiflis in 
June 1895. They brought all their guns, daggers, revolvers, two 
cartfuls of coal, twenty carts of fuel and petrol. During the burn- 
ing they prayed and sang psalms till two o’clock in the morning. 
Some of the weapons were loaded and exploded into the earth. 
The governor, Shervashidze, sent messengers, ordering them to 
come and see him. They replied that they would come when they 
had finished praying. A quarter of an hour before the religious 
service was over the cossacks arrived with whips and began to flog. 
They flogged the people so mercilessly that you could not see the 
grass for blood. The cossacks’ leader could not disperse them, 
and they formed circles holding hands, to protect their womenfolk 
within the circle. Finally the cossacks hounded them all the way 
to the governor. They would not take off their caps to him, and 
the cossacks knocked the caps off their heads, while the governor 
himself helped to flog them and shake them. 

This story affected the audience very deeply. 

Before leaving for Paris I received the following letter from 
Bather: 

* Thank you, dear Serejha, for your readiness to serve the 
cause of the Dukhobors and — know it — ^mine as well. I 
appreciate it greatly and think of you with joy. Even if 
you do not achieve all you want to achieve, your journey will 
I’m sure have been very useful. I pray that all will go well 
with you and somehow I feel that it will. In any case, here 
is a practical matter I would like you to attend to: to find 
out from London and Paris publishers what they will give 
for the two stories, and on what terms, how much a word or a 
letter and how much in advance. Goodbye, everything is 
well here at the moment. 


On October ist I went to Paris. On the cross-channel steamer, 
a strange-looking man sat down beside me, and I immediately 
took him to be a Russian informer. When he saw me take out a 
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cigarette in the dark, he very politely struck a match, lighting 
up my face, and "began to question me in Russian 'with a Jewish 
accent: ‘ You’re from real Russia ? On your way to Paris ? You’ll 
stay there for some time? ’ I wondered, though I could not he 
sure, if he were the same man in the top hat that we had seen with 
Kropotkin at the British Museum. 

After a few unsuccessful approaches to French publishers who 
all pointed out the difficulties of publishing Russian works when 
there was no literary convention between Russia and France, I 
went to the 'Kevue des Deux Maudes, to see the editor, Brunetiere. To 
get access to him was as difficult as getting an audience with a 
Russian minister. He told me that if Tolstoy’s stories were suitable 
to read in a family circle, he would pay one thousand francs a 
page for them. "When I said tliat this money was to be devoted to 
the emigration ofDukhobors, he replied that this was no business 
of his. I found a translator in the person of Theodore Viseva, a 
Pole with a Russian wife, who had translated Goncharov’s A 
Simple Story and On Aft by L. Tolstoy. Thus I had a translator, 
but as yet no publisher, so I decided to return to Russia. 

On October nth I arrived in Jassnaia and told my father 
exactly what the situation was with the Dukhobors and I told 
him of my frustrated attempts to find a French publisher. My 
relations with my father had been strained for some time, but 
now they were very good again, for indeed the Dukhobor affair 
had brought us together. He writes in his diary; ‘ Serejha is very 
close to me both in action and in feeling. And I deliberately avoid 
arguing with him.’ He was at that time busy working on Resur- 
rection. Fie asked a friend of mine, Zurikov, a barrister, to come to 
Jassnaia and make corrections on the legal procedure in the book. 
This is what Zurikov wrote in his diary; 

‘ Started reading the manuscript of Resurrection. The old 
man kept coming up and watching me read; then he asked me 
to make my corrections directly on the manuscript, for there 
are some grave errors in legd procedure, which I had to 
- alter. I had to change the description of the clothes of the 
prisoner. Also the description of the Easter service, for some 
of the wording of the church songs was incorrea.'iHave" 
promised to come back and read the third part. I feel fright- 
ened and a bit humble at being asked to alter a text ‘ 
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by Tolstoy himself, though he ufges me to .be' ;^ 
about it and is most hind and ffibndiy,>tte ,haS ;told,^^^^^^^ 
great many stories, we have ;ar^ed,; and :he ppurs^^ 
most brilliant ideas one after the other, d^^g BteTglit 


On November ist Zurikov returned and rewrote the 
the tenth chapter which contains the speech for 
In the morning he read it to Tolstoy who, approved of it^ Tmd then 
sent it first to be copied, then typed arid from liere,to;the printers;^ 
At the end of October, Sulerjitsky : arrived uriexpectedly; at; 
Jassnaia, deported by the police from the .Caucasus where he had! 
been trying to commission a second ship for trie Duldiobors * 
Father sized up the situation at a glance: and decidedTb act', 
without delay. He advised Stderjitsky to return to; the,:;Caucasus> 
and he suggested tliat I should go with him. The .resppnsibiii^J 
of allowing us to assist the Dukhobors lay withfhe 'Gonmandep 
in-Chief’ of the Caucasus, Prince GpUtein. Father hoped 
Golitzin would at least give me perrnission tp go ahead. And ' 
though he disliked the idea of approachirig.the authorities he gave; 
me the following letter; . ' 


' Confident as I am that the Goverriinerit' Wpuld ' wisri-fe^^^^ 
avoid the inevitable and consequences of the Ddri 
being prevented or delayed on their .jbxifney. to .Canada] 
consequences maybe involving great-: ekperise, ;; illness, qr - 
even death, and confident foat the refusal fo;., allow Sider- 
jitsky to continue his work ori it is a iriefe rifisuriderstanding, ; 
I humbly request that , you should. aee ;fit;fo, ;,^o,w/hi^ 
carry on wifo his task, aided- by my] soh^ .Gourit (Sergei; 
Tolstoy, who wiU hand .you tlds letter. He- iriterids ^ 
Sulerjitsky in the expedition of the second corisighmerif '^d.; 

will himself direct the third consigiimerit,0 also: 
thousand rhen. In the hope of your favourable.; decisidri.T 
am, etc. Your obedient- servant.- 

November %th f/ :'?'. ' 


I made quick : plans ctp, ,gp.; I' foought, I shouid bp; staying iri 
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:fie Caucasus /oHy tiU^ departure of the DukhoborSi' but it 
iufried-duhtbk a guide was needed fot the going oh the 

;ecdhdrb'oat i^d I decided'to accompany them; ; , 

• .;We pro6^^ to the Caucasus with Sulerjitslcy, who was most 
ipprehehsive of the police, hiit'we complied with all the police, 
-egulatiphs '.and at first all went well. Then I went to see my 
ifiehd-hhliutihj the editor of a local: paper, to ask him to help* 
is ; with- thd' local authorities. He was not very ehcburaging. He 
igfeed'thk the Duldiobors had in fact been badly treated but he 
ield Vthat.they rather enjoyed posing as martyrs and that the 
mthofltldk could hardly avoid persecuting them since they were 
idhtihually refusing to obey the laws. He placed most of the blame 
in'tiie adtnihistrators for not knowing the local dialects and having 
rO.relydhihtefpreters. He had written many articles bn'the subject 
Dut;!Alexahder HI. was displeased with what he had w-ritten and, 
hatked-'ih the’margih; ‘Let the Georgians and tlie Armenians 
.earn to Vpeak Russian and not the Russians the local ' dialects.’ 
By''tmS -tithe the police had again started making inquiries about. 
Smerjitskyy So I, decided to go and see Golitzin myself, with niy 
Father’s lOtteti He received me very affably, read the letter, prom- 
sed'ib Fdo” %hat he could to help with the emigratibft' of the 
PukhbbptV. atid ■ to allow Sulerjitsky and myself to carry bri 
3tg^smg;it.' He ad-vised however that Sulerjitsky had. better gO 
£b .Batiim, .leave with the 'first party of DukhObbtS atid not f eturh • 
:o:;TiflisF^terwards. He spoke of my’ father’s influence '.,oU the 
DuidibbPrS and considered that he was behind ihe whole move-:' 
hent/i-I tried in Vain to dissuade him. We telegraphed the result' 
Dfmy;yisit tb my father and left for Batum. Oil the way , we stopped 
h gpukhbbbr canip where we were welcomed with great effusion, 
particularly Stilerjitsky, whom they looked on as their saviour; A 
ffowd of. them' gathered in our hut all calling each.bther by their' 
Srst.names,' even children their parents. There wias . a, centenarian 
|mbhg theni,h,formerSebast6pol soldier who was-ali ready to go 
tnd/* have a look at Canadia On December and ■we recei-ved a 
ietter from. Father dated November 1,9th : 

h ,T‘‘;Pe£tr S<u:ejha and Leonid, , - 

V.;;;;’ : I h^ had ’hq: news - fcom ypR, since, your ■■ tdlegram.-' Am 
. apiidqus'tb know about your work .and ibout ybuj petsonallA 
Serejha.' Was your journey ,' perhaps Ftemature ?. Haye ybii 

-.•i'W.-:' 
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got a lot to do? If not, are you qiiite content anyivay and ; ■ ' 

, •, Ha:pp.y ? Wliat about Golitein ? There is nothing new here ' ' 
concerning yoUr work that you don’t akeady.khow;./ J:.’,. 

\ Oh December 6th, Sulerjitsky -became very, depressed and ' 
apathetic which was unusual, for him. Suddenly we saw the sky was • : ' ■ 
red— obviously there was a fire in the town. Sulerjis^y loved' 
putting out fires and rushed to the spot, tremendously oxcitedV 
seizing a hose he was about to plunge into the flames., Knpwingl ; 
that, the next day he had a lot of hard work in front .of him— .’V 
organising the, embarkation of two thousand people, I to6k a : 
quick decision, and tearing the hose out of his hand 1. ordered ' 
him rather sharply back to the hotel. He was very surprised but : 
did. what he was told. - ' ^ 

December 8th was a warm sunny day. The Empress, Maria r’ 
Feodorovna was passing through Batum in her yat^t. -Prince 
GoUtzin went to meet her and I saw him afterwards and sppke'tp - 
abouthimmore Dukhobors passports. Tliis time he was more, &an:.; 
a litde impatient and shouted at me that all this business w;as pn niy .y , . 
father’s conscience, ‘ a lot of silly nonsense ’ was what he called it;’ y ' 
On the 9th embarkation began and it went.on a.U ,that nighi 
The Dukhobors were polite, very orderly^ and .I never.heMd a 
coarse word from them. In the morning their ;passpprts^I^efe ' - 
examined by the police, there was a whistle, the anchor was, ; . 
pulled up and they were off, singing their monotonous, -.plrintiver ; 
psalms to the heavens. A rocket was sent up from the boat as , is, ,;-; 
the British navy’s custom when an emigration ship sails.: Suler- ;, 
jitsky, a sailor himself, climbed the mast and ,; waved :gobdbyey , 
from the top. All this was very moving, but I .felt sady^d ra&er; 
frightened about the future of these two thpusand people, .TnPy .y; 
had a month’s journey ahead of. them — cold,and>illhess,,lackpF, 
bread and hot food, bad water, seasickness, and all that tp, contend ' , 
with in, small, dark, badlywentilated cabins. There. wpMd surely 
be some deaths on the, journey. It seemed sadM^at they, .'were y 
forced to, go simply because of the smpid hehaviour;,of spine. .. 

. individual in auAority :and ■ one could not help wbhderiiijg 
whether they would be happy when they arrived ialt thfeir journey’s 
end.- , ■ 

y .’Twp days later a' woman doctor and. her . friend': drived , : 
to accompany , the ; party, of, Dukbobors, who. , wem' leaving on 
::,December 14th. Theyhroughtme a letter from my father, telling 
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me how energetic and unsparing the doctor was, and how she had 
worked for Chertkov during the famine and die outbreak of 
cholera. He told me I could tr jst them both implidtl7. Then the 
ship iMke Super, 'ir arrived, which was to take us to Canada, I 
went up on deck, made myself Icnown to the Captain. The iMks 
Superior was a better ship than the previous one, more modem 
and larger. But it still was not adequate for such a great number 
of passengers. 

Embarkation began. The Dukhobors swarmed lilce bees on the 
pier, with all their bundles. Then started the examination of their 
passports "which was a complete muddle, though in fact it was 
much more severe than it had been with the first party. And in- 
deed, owing to this lack of proper organisation, one young man, 
of military age, was able to pass himself off as a woman, using 
the passport of a girl, who had died a short time ago and of whose 
death the authorities had not been informed. It went on almost 
the whole day and then tlie gangway was lifted about four o’clock. 
It was a clear, sunny afternoon. This time no rocket was sent up 
from the ship, for the port authoritie&v'l>‘''d been displeased by this 
gesture on the previous ship. We were off on our journey of 5,3 jo 
miles from Batum to Halifax and it passed comparatively without 
incident, except for three deaths. When we arrived in Halifax 
we had to remain in quarantine and all had to be vaccinated 
against smallpox. When all this was over, I sent Father a tele- 
gram saying we had arrived safely. 

I left Canada at the end of March, and was seen off by a crowd 
of grateful Dukhobors who sang songs and presented me with 
a dozen handkerchiefs which they had embroidered themselves. I 
travelled via Toronto and Montreal, stopped to admire the 
Niagara Falls, and stayed three days in New York, where I saw 
Ernest Crosby, a disciple of my father’s and sever^ other of his 
followers. I returned to Moscow on April 4th 1899 and was very 
hajppy to find my mother in very much better spirits than when I 
had last seen her. 
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Tolstoy in Illness 


My youngest brother Vania died at the age of seven in 1895. He 
was a very gifted child, warm and sensitive. With his death my 
mother seemed to lose interest in life and the hysteria latent in her 
character revealed itself with great force. 

My two sisters, Tatiana and Maria, married within the next 
five years and left home. His daughters were Father’s favour- 
ites and he suffered deeply from their absence, though he tried to 
fight this sense of loss. He was going through a difficult period . . . 
the emigration of the Duljhobors, his quarrels with Mother, the 
intense work on Resurrection, his excommunication from the 
church, the beginning of a liberal movement ... all these things 
moved liim deeply. And always he suffered agonies over the 
apparent incongruity between his life and his convictions. I say 
‘ apparent because he had already changed his way of life a great 
deal, indeed he could hardly go much further if he went on living 
in Jassnaia. He tidied his room himself, worked in the fields, was 
a strict vegetarian and except for riding, allowed himself no 
pleasures that demanded service from others. He could, of course, 
have left Jassnaia and devoted himself entirely to physical work. 
But with his age and his deep creative impulse it would have been 
impossible. Wherever he lived people would try to organise his 
life so that he would be able to write. His health also left a lot to be 
desired. He had pains in the liver, his temperature fluctuated 
continually and his pulse was uneven. The doctors advised him to 
go to a warmer climate. A friend. Countess Panina, offered him 
her house in Gaspra, twelve miles from Yalta. He accepted this 
and on September 5th, 1901, he and Mother left for the Crimea. 
I was struck by the stern expression on his face when he got into 
the carriage to drive to the station. 

In Gaspra my father soon began to recover, but the walk from 
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the sea to Countess Panina^s house was quite an ordeal, as the 
house was on a steep hiU, and the result was that he strained his 
heart. When he was in the Crimea he metboth Chekov and Gorki, 
He had a high opinion of Chekov’s stories, but did not admire his 
plays and said: ‘Your pkys, Anton Pavlovich, are even worse 
than those of Shakespeare,’ He had no liking at all for Shakes- 
peare, as is well known, and he criticised his work mercilessly. 
Chekov listened to him, but with a certain scepticism; indeed, their 
views were very different. Father tried often to draw him into an 
, argument, but Chekov was verj' careful to avoid committing 
himself. It seemed to me that Father wanted to get really close to 
him and to try and exert his influence over him, but he came up 
against a sort of passive resistance all the time and there was 
always a barrier between them. 

‘ Chekov is not a religious man,’ my father said. 

Maidm Gorki lived nearby. After the adulation he had been 
subjected to in Moscow, which he had disliked intensely, he 
enjoyed being in Gaspra, where he was surrounded by simple 
friendliness and he was not worshipped as a literary lion. He 
was a modest man and told us a lot about his life; but on the 
whole he spoke little. He used to play rounders with the children 
with great enthusiasm. 

Father admired his writing on the working class, but used to 
say: ‘Gorki has found a gold mine in literature, the have-nots; 
he understands tliem and writes well about them, but on the other 
hand he knows little about people of a different milieu and when he 
describes tliem has to make it up as he goes along.’ 

The Grand Duke Nicholas Milchailovich used to come over 
often from Ai-Todoz. Black-haired, bald, tall, dressed in the 
uniform of the Chevalier guards he used to walk rapidly and 
straight to Father’s room where they sat and talked on aU sorts of 
subjects, one of them being the legend about Father Fedor 
Kusmich who was supposed to have been the Emperor Alexander 
I. The Grand Duke had examined carefully all the existing mater- 
ial, but was convinced that the man was not Alexander I. Father 
was also of this opinion. His story: Vosthumous diary of Father 
Fedor Kusmich is fiction, and Father never attributed any historical 
truth to it. 

Soon Father’s health began to deteriorate. The weather was 
bad. My mother was longing to get back to Moscow. The 
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atmosphere in the house was heavy. There is a note of my sister 
Tania referring to these days: 

‘ Papa not well, a slight temperature. But in a good mood 
and writing. Masha has been copying his article on religion 
and Lisa Obolensky another article on religious tolerance. 
Gorki came this morning, a gentle, kind, sensitive man. He 
is like a child, eager about everything and about art in 
particular. He argued with Papa today about Skitaletz,* 
whom Papa attacked and whom he defended. As he left, 
he said, in the doorway: “Ah, I feel that Leo Nikolaevich 
must be right! ” The argument was about a story written 
by Skitaletiz which Papa had just read.’ 

There was a consultation of all the best doctors who worked 
out a treatment for Father. But the next day Father had a sharp 
attack of asthma, his temperature soared up and the doctors dis- 
covered he had congestion of the lungs. The situation bec^e 
grave, the doctors did their best and Father, in spite of his 
scepticism towards medicine, was forced to obey them. The 
family and friends took turns sitting at his bedside . . . Chekov, 
when he learned about his ilLiess, telephoned constantly for 
news. He would have liked to help, but was ih himself. Very soon 
Father grew so weak tliat he could not turn o 'er on his side with- 
out help. He lay on his back, his body slipped downwards, so 
that his feet reached the end of the bed and he had to bend his 
knees. Somebody would puU him up from time to time, but it 
needed a great deal of strength. It seemed impossible that a man 
who had reached such a state of debility could remain alive. I 
asked the doctor whether Father’s state of health was hopeless. 
Being the eldest son I had to know. The doctor replied that no 
doctor pronounced a condition as hopeless, but that pneumonia 
when it affects old people is called pneumonia terminaUs. 

Father’s mind often wandered because of his high temperature, 
but when fully conscious he was completely lucid and dictated 
corrections to his article on freedom of speedh. Here are some of 
his remarks in the course of his illness: 

He once asked one of the local doctors whether all old people 
were looked after as he was. He was perturbed at the idea that he 
was given such a lot of care and was only reassured when he was 

^Revolutionary writer. 
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told that the same treatment was given to everyone in the hospital 
s and thatthie patients were looked after either by the nurses or by 
their relatives. He kept repeating a sentence he had read in some 
novel: ' To die means to join the majority.’ And he remembered 
the words of an old peasant: ‘ One should die in the summer — ^it’s 
easier to dig a grave.’ He said to my sister Tania: ‘ It isn’t easy 
at aU to die; it’s very hard to shed the outward shell which is the 
body.’ One day he said: ‘The whole of diamonds does not 
increase in proportion to tlie increase of the number of carats, but 
^in proportion to the square of the number of carats. Thus the 
wisdom of the old does not increase in proportion to time, but in 
proportion to the square of time. And one should hasten to share 
it, and give it to the world.’ I remember his saying: ‘ Let my 
relatives ask me, when I am dying, whether I consider my faith to 
be the true faith. If I am unable to answer in so many words, I 
will either nod, or shake my head.’ 

At one moment he decided he was going to die and we aU went 
in turn to kiss him goodbye. But for some reason I was certain 
that he would recover. The crisis came and it was a time of great 
anxiety. ‘ I keep balancing on a tightrope,’ said Father. He had 
continual camphor injections, and his pulse was hardly per- 
ceptible. The owners of the house arrived in order to be on the 
spot in case of his death and also to protect him from the ardent 
followers of the church. We were afraid that the police would 
seal and confiscate Father’s manuscripts and that a priest would 
cbme, without being asked, to the dying man to give him the last 
sacrament and then publicise the fact that Tolstoy had returned to 
the diurch. Father kept asking to be buried near the place where 
he died and the owners of the house very kindly offered a place 
for his grave in the garden, on a small hiU. 

In spite of his weakness and quite a lot of pain. Father kept 
liis mind onstantly on his work and continued to dictate. At the 
end of D cember he wrote to the Emperor appealing to him to 
‘ stop the persecution that prevents the people from expressing 
their needs and desires,’ and to cancel the ‘ exceptional laws that 
place the worlting class in the situation of pariahs,’ to grant 
‘ freedom of transport, education and religious practices,’ and to 
’abolish private property on the pattern of Henry George. The 
letter in its final version was sent on January i6th through the 
Grand Duke Nicholas Mikhailovich. The latter telegraphed on the 
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28th that it had been passed on. On Februaty i8th, two days 
after the crisis, he dictated an introduction to his two memoranda: 
To the Soldier and To the Officer, in which he spoke of the inevitab- 
ility of a revolution. ‘ There are only two solutions/ he said, ‘ the 
first, the hardest one, is a bloody revolution, and the second — 
the admission by the government of its duty not to hinder the 
natural law of progress, not to fight to retain the status quo, or, 
as it is in our case, not to return to the dark ages. Having assessed 
the direction in w^hich mankind must naturally go one must lead 
one’s peoples along that path.'Because revolution is inevitable, 

I am writing these memoranda, hoping that the thoughts contained 
in them may moderate the civil war towards which governments 
are leading their people.’ 

When the Petersburg doctor returned, it was he who expressed 
for the first time a hope of recovery. On February 5 th my mother 
received in a letter from tlie Petersburg Metropolitan Antony a 
request to influence her husband in the matter of his reconciliation 
with the church. Father, when he heard of it, said: ‘Thete can 
be no talk of a reconciliation. I am dying without any bitter, 
hostile feelings. What is the church? How can one become 
reconciled with something indefinite ? ’ So my mother left the 
Metropolitan’s appeal unanswered. 

On February 20th Father felt better and said to the doctor: 

‘ Evidently life must go on ’; to which my mother said: , 
‘Does it bore you?’ Suddenly he brightened up and replied: 

‘ Bore me? Not at all. I’m glad.’ After that his recovery proceeded 
in fits and starts, though he did not quite believe in it himself." On 
February 28th he said: ‘A protracted illness has its good side. 

It gives you time to prepare for death.’ 

About that time I visited Chehov in his remote Uttle villa. 
He was alone, and welcomed me but he was very silent. A tame 
heron walked about the yard and there were flowers everywhere. 

A small dog, Kashtanka, wagged her tail in greeting. ‘ I was given 
this dog for my story, Kashtanka^ he said. ‘ But it was not I who 
called her that.’ I asked him what he thought of my father’s 
state of health, and if he thought Father would recover. He 
replied: ‘ Yes, he may recover, but he is old, very old . . . ’ It 
was very clear that at the back of his mind he was tliinidng: ‘ He 
will not last long.’ I often remember that talk with Ghekov. 
Father lived another eight years, Chekov not quite three. 
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Father began to recover his appetite, and spent his days 
basking in the spring sun, and receiving visitors, one of whom was 
Gorki. We were all very happy, for we felt we had all contributed 
towards keeping him alive. He was in fine spirits again. One 
day, the doctor was examining his chest with a stethoscope. He 
had just come from Moscow where he had heard a famous opera 
singer and Father asked him: ' Who do you prefer listening to — 
her or me?’ 

The doctor said aptly: 

‘ I like each in their own way. Lev Nikolaevich.’ 

‘ Make siure that next time you hear Olenina, you won’t say to 
her: Just give a little cough I ” ’ 

This new, serene atmosphere, together with the beautiful sunny 
surroundings seemed also to cure me of the neurasthenia I had 
been suffering from for several years. 

On March loth I wrote down the following conversation with 
my fatlier. I asked liim how he was feeling. 

‘ Fm much better; I feel in fact I am coming back to life . . . ’ 

‘ Are you glad? ’ 

‘ Yes, I am, but it’s an effort ... I think I can still perhaps be of 
some use to others. Without that I wouldn’t want to live. I 
thought a lot about life and death when I was ill. Thoughts 
about death are only necessary while you go on living. We are 
restricted by the limits of life and cannot transgress them. All 
we can say is; Thy wili be done.’ 

In March Dr. Nikitin came to Yalta and was to remain 
Fatlier’s doctor until his death. Chekov came to see Father on the 
31st, and Mother left for Jassnaia on April 22nd. However, our 
happiness was not to last. At the end of April Father contracted 
typhoid; true, it was a mild form of typhoid, but in his state of 
weakness the illness was very serious. Only at the end of May did 
he begin again to recover, but we put off our return to Jassnaia 
till the end of June, travelling to Yalta by carriage and then by ship 
to Sebastopol. From the ship he wentto the station where a special 
train compartment had been reser\’’ed for him. As he waited on a 
bench in the garden in front of the station he was accosted by a 
lady who said that no one had any right to sit there as it belonged 
to the stationmaster. Tolstoy meekly obeyed and left. You can 
ima^e the lady’s feelings when she learnt a few minutes later 
that it was the great Tolstoy himself whom she had thrown out of 
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the garden, the great man she had always wanted to heet^ 
riow .^ access to him was out and she had to content herseh-TOh 
a' bunich of flowers and her humble apOlogiesri'': =:;v: v - 

His illness in -the Grihiea 'was a turning-point in 
life. He rem^ed in Jasshaia' and never returned tb-l^Osco^^^^ 
lived there in the two rooms downstairs,' andhe stayed id them- 
until that fatal day On October 28th, 1510, when he left; Jassnaia’ 
forever. '■ ■ t, 

His whole nature changed after that illness. He: 
stern, less discontented wdth himself and -with hisi; life, i -l^s”' 
critical of liis family; more tolerant altogether. :■ The;' h 
which he was to express in the last year of his life:: * Ho one is 
guilty in this world,’ had began taking root' in his rnind. ; The, 
real culprits were the conditions, die surroundings—sO he ,:wrpfe 
in a story at that time. 

The last time I saw Chekov was in 1904, at the beginning, of the ’ 
Russo-Japanese war. He had just arrived from the Grirhea;:)^en' 
I went to see him, I found him looking very ill; iie coughed ‘and, , 
kept leaving the room to spit into a glass spittbom His.t^ej, - 
Olga Knipper, was there, too. I renaarked that perhaps he, needed' 
a warmer climate, but she said that he liked being in -MOscb-w; Yes,'- 
possibly he found living in Yalta boring;; but it-was clear that he 
would never survive for long in the Moscow cliniate. .yery.sbpn 
after that meeting he went to Badenweiler, where he died, v; . .;: h;:' 

Father felt Gheko'v’s death acutely/ He re-read .hik stotiek and;; 
divided them into categories according to what he considered to;; 
be their merit. He wrote an introduction to Th Ddr/mg 'ahd. placed 
Ghekov himself in the category of great Writers. : 

The': first big railway , strike started;in October .-Of rhap year- 
atinosphere in Jassnaia ^was anxious ; We were cut .off from 
. World -without post, (railway, or telegraph. .Therp- were. 'rUrnpurs ; 

that .there was fightihg. -ih tiie.- .streets. in. Moscow.; ahd that a 
, :prb visional governrheht hadhe'eh;tiecdafed in many tpwhs; ;!; had , 
. to ^^0' to. Moscow and went to .Tula tb try atid hire hprses, as 
• other pebple. were' dOing 'at:the: timei The; high road Was trowded . 



;;^&-^hicI^,s;ajUi taH^ passengers, fb Moscow. .When we reached 
lie outslditl.of Moscptv l. was ,^azed' to see a passenger; train 
rush asked tiigw;atchmah at. the level crossing, whether the, 
isMke wakioyer and wiUi a.beaming-'fe he announced that .yes, 
the m^festb of' October ryth,. granting all the freedoms, had 
come put. 'Shd. jubilant processions were in full swing. I hurried 
to the|%tiori knd took the first train to Moscow. When I arrived 
it was'almpstihmdtught.'.The.str^ were empty. I drove to my 
;club,' where the atmosphere was festive, somebody was playing 
the eveiy was expressing unfamiliar,, bold views, 

fbasting .iie fighterk for .freedom. Life seemed to have entered a 
heyr^phase; But not for' long. Very soon tlie festive spirit gave 
way to suspicibhs, to lack of confidence in the promises givendt 
ehded .m what was callfed the armed revolt, a movement organ- 
ised pnaMy.: by ...young stud and workmen as a reply to 
atbitraty reactionary hieasures. Students spent their last pennies 
eqmpping.themselves with revolvers. The days that followed were 
filled shooting and chaos and terror oti both sides. 
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THE LAST DAYS 




;.A •coRicius.and most unpleasant ‘incident’ took .place in my 
■private life the .year l yio whicii prevented tne&om spending more 
.time ^itK my parents; Bad I been able to be more with them just 
■’tbenr^yyKp loiows/ things might have turned out differently. One 
. of .my-new neighbours was a passionate rider to hounds and 
:thbugh;I 'had rio.liking.for the man and disagreed with his pro- 
foundly, reactionary ideas, I gave him permission to . hunt, wolves 
ih’my forest. Then, my brother hlichel, also a great sportsman, 
.asked me to allow him to hunt, in my forest, too, which I , did, 

^ ^us neoessarily cancelling the permission given to die neighbour. 
.The whole, thh in insulting letters and clashes .betwc.en 

the two; me^^^^ One day I learnt from, the forest guard that'Mr. S. ‘ . 
I'^as,- in spite'pf all, hunting in my forest. I drove thcre-im-- ,- 
m.ediately and drove Mr. S. and his men out. He made off as soon 
;as ;he ,saw me without Waiting to give any . explanation, ’^en, I 
mm. inet Him at a fair, I refused to accept the hand he strctclied.out , 
po me.' A few minutes, later I was challenged to a dud .by his. two 
seconds. ;I had no intention of fighting a duel with him, but had 
“to engage ■ two. secondy to enter into negotiations, for. ending ^the'. 
.matter peacefully and they succeeded finally in doing.so only aftfer 
.rnany fiditless.-attempts, two long anxious mohdas. latcr.' .T tded ,- 
lP.;feep;,Ae whole thi^^ from my. father .who wo.uld have; beea 
;,deeply;upset.hyit. He had his own share of trouble just then. My 
^'mpjhd, .ever since the death of her . beloved; youngest, son; , Ivan, . ' . 
^ 3 n.-t 895 , .and' ^ffer a .serious operation in .i9piS;'had;-kecpme :in-';i^ 
.H?.^f^gfy;pervpus 'ahd unbalanced; my.'.father.-had put 'her' in; i 
'Aar^d^^hisaffm But she jkn^^yery hjifle. about.!! 

..estate in' a veiy haphazard faffubh'.lTlid.^ 
; H’peals to ^e'autMties £tgdnst !!,- 

.cdrisfantiy tb.'be rhacJd'ahd.jey^ 



TOLSTOY REMEMBEEED BY HIS SON 

time this meant intense suffering for my father. The ahprits'wbulH 
seek protection from him and he would grant it. AU this' made life ; 
in Jassnaia abnormal and difficult for both of them. There was-- 
also the matter of copyright which .he had given "her fef aU? ids ; ' 
works up to i88i, leaving aU tKe others free of copyright. It was;.: 
not surprising that she insisted on keeping -to her nights ^ak- her > 
children came often to her for financial help and she ai\i^ayShaci ' 
to give it to them. Father, on the othet hand, acted bn the basis , 
that he had been one kind of man up to i88i. when that man had; 
died leaving his property to his family and a new man was . born,; 
who had different ideas about the whole thing. ‘This , hew. 'man / 
hoped that one day his family would think as he did;and he^ere- 
fore remained with them. Tliis is what he. wrote in a ; letter wMch:- 
he never sent to a woman whose name remains unknown 'except 
for the initials : ‘ E, Sh.’ I still believe that things would not have/ 
reached the tragic climax were it not for the matter, of •Father’s; 
will. Before he made a formal vhll, his desires and intentions were / 
expressed in his personal diary. He wrote in it:- ■ I ask fhat my; 
heirs should relinquish ^ the copyright on my ten volumes and | 
Th Alphabet . I ovXp ask them to do so, I don’t If youi: 

do it — aU the better. Bht if you don’t — ^it’s your affair, " it means> > 
you are not ready for it. The fact that my works Were sold 
during the last ten years was the greatest pain I suffered: m-life 7 :;: 
He requested in the same diary that all his papers, should be :> 
examined by his wife, V. Chertkoff and N; Strakhbffi; "^Xhen 
latter died, he asked V. Chertkoff to exmaine his papers with ins - 
wife after his death and decide as they thought fit. He ^sb asked: . 
‘ Though it may be nonsense, that no rites should/be performed;: 
at the burial of my body. I want a wooden coffin to be takehitb; 
the ‘place of the green stick.’* In the formal will he repeated :tlie;, 
same clauses, but did not mention his wife as participator ih the , 
examination of his papers; The notes in the diary did'nbt;legally : 
bind his heirs, only morally. But they could not be destroyed or 
hidden. In 1895 there were three copiek: one was in : the hands f. 
of my sister Masha, one in Chertkov’s, and 6ne;m;iiime. It kva^^ 

■*‘ The greatest secret of all; how to live so that men w;ould khpW:no 
unhappiness, never quarrel or be ^ .ahgryj this secret so my ; brother ; 
Nicholas told us, was. 'written on the .‘green stick ' and the; stick bjhied,/ 
m the valley^ by the /high road, where .1; would like td . be h^ed in - 
meiiioryof Nichblas.’''.-- Pf ' • ,/'■ ; 
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will. ‘This, was leg^y Compulsory £ot 
^^e^heirs- But'it could .be destr6ycd.,Chettkoy ..was the, one .who 
ihsistetl mbst phyhe.formal wiU.for he.knew. that m the absence of 
it lus,rdie as;protector^o£-Tolstoy> works would be nil.t He was 
&aid .after .ffie.. will was' dfawm my mother might- force 
Tathef .tp destroy It and therefore he kept it hidden. This was the . 
msun pause of the rift between my parents which led to my mother 
refusirig td sec Ghertkowin.thehouse.t She resented, too,,of course, 
that .his 'diaries, of .the last few years were in Qaertkov’s keeping, 
foriShe herSelf had.had access to them all until then. My father was 
ihipriricipie iagainst making a formal wiU, but nevertheless he 
drewmpi 'the .fihdl , one himself in June, 1910. My mother’s con- 
;didbn; worsened, every day and so did the hostility between her 
and f^ertkpv.Tn Ms' k to his. Bulgarian friend Dosser he 

exaggeratpy,' .|5uti^g. aU t^ on my mother, abusing her, 

tall^g'pf die’ v sHado'w of this crazy woman, mad with egotism, 
wrath and greed ’.which hovered over his relations with Tolstoy. 
He wrote that so,far. aS;he was concerned my father was a saint to 
go on living in':Jassnaia at all, and that he was proving by his forti- 
tud^.’thatdf was:possible for a human being to. carry in his heart a 
truly^indestructible^ To exercise this , fortitude he needed a 
merciless,^,cruel warder lilce Countess Tolstoy, with whom all his 
hfe was;bbuhd;^^^ A^^ to various notes, from Bather’s 

‘diary winch prp^yed his point. Then he sent the letter to my father, 
who .was .deeply upset to find that someone had been reading his' 
dij^i-MotHerpuspected the existence of the will and lived in the 
thadp^.i6f;, that. suspicion. She kept: asldng Father, and -Father 
wphld‘'alWys1rep^^ My brother Andrei also' asked 

;ium,jmd father .tpld^ that he was not bound to answer him at - 
jM;.Me^while Cheftk6v was busy guarding the secret, Repeating, ■ 
,at . the .sameTtime,: to Tplstoy that his wife wasdnsan'e. The proof 
of my Zfatherl.s duality! in ‘this matter is that he. now. kept a 'small • 
diary.iThe: big one was .typed but, by Ghertkpvialni'ost at ibnee. ? 
Everybody read;ih’- t^^ little, bne,' the ‘■diaryjfprmys^’ZF^ 
let"hb, brie;±cad.'Iri,it;'he noted:-* Adetter.fidh 
!^brtkby.}They jure tearingmb'tp piece's 4 .•"Chertkov 
me 'in.a slftjggle .which.isZ'istasteful.^^^ . z,,'!;!. 

AThpugh-die 'im hot come from hirS:' 

' : t^.?.nkpv. admitted’ it himseh.';‘Se-.shdATKeZiwiU 
aU?:th'e-'c,bmpHcations:tlia't Jedrb.his deparhire.’.; .'i 
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’ I do not approve of Father’s %iU;.because;.;lkting'prdydy^ 
animosity among all the people closest to him, it poisoned 
year of his life, and because.'ih indirectly %peaMg;;m 
it was a contradiction of all his convictions. In :a letter! to - 
kov he said: ‘ I don?t believe ihat’thb Videspread^disy^ 

my works will counter-balance the suspicion lofthefe which^iiiyt 
be provoked by the inconsistency of my ;bchayour.’*;; jBut fdr ps, ' 
my mother and brothers and sisters, it was of gr^t useyoinia : 
moral point of view. It placed aU:the TespohsibiHty/yr;the Hteray 
inheritance on Chertkov and freed us, the: fairly; ffbm allpossife; 
reproaches. Had there been no formal ;wiU,:some o)^ usyight h'aye :: 
tried to draw material.privilege from his .ivridngs,>.ih ,yfe 
his wishes which he clearly expressed in the-: diaries/! Those; w^^ 
might had succumbed to such temptations woMd hye 'sufered? 
agonies of remorse and public opinion woidd have made huncer / 
meat of us . and been quite relentless towards us' aU.';As it \vas- ho; 
one could say that his will was not‘carried!out,/as we, my/brothhrs .. 
and d, signed the power of attorney. . ^ . v ^ * fef' 

■In the first part of 1910 things' went !bettyj!;yd there;-.^^^^^ 
cert^ degree of peace in Jassnaia;; My;:fathervfbs'e afieighy: 
tidied his rooms, went for a walk and .^erj brealtfasflbegan tb; 
work. He lunched alone about two o’clock-, :then rode tod: oh- Hi; 
return, rested, then dined with us . about! six, ; read! and . talked , o 
played whist or chess or fistenedfo music: He/had tea at ten to 
about midnight went to bed. Chertkov did- notyveih the: hei^^^ 
bourhOod .for a whole year from-.March' 1909 to Jmyiipib as the - 
local authorities had prohibited his:.iiving in; Ae dep^ 

Tula because of his spreading of ‘ .Tolstoy’s , heresies! ’y'-FutTHk 
ban' Was Withdrawn and he, used to , come d!yy until my^^^ 
forbade him in the house; My farhfiy .at that:time.iivedin !^ 
butyl had to.’ go' to NikolskO'e;fat yhrious itimey. of the/yeap and : 
usually stopped:, oh the way ' at!':Jassnaia.!. My/fatKer . at that; tune ; 
treated nie With! great !coldriess. Hd wrote'; in hikjiharyt/f/Unkind ; 
feelirigs! towards,: !Serej!hai, WluchkT. ,tty . to fight;.: .But;; vety. IcMd : 
feeMgs.towards'Soma'V.'. .T Oh June !5 tithe notes : .‘/Same feeiygs>, 

towards; Serejha, but I cOntroImyseif. Unbearable'S^-cOnfidence. ;- 
Hpw easily .people lpse!lpve: because ;bf .seh-;Gbrifidtoeel.kI;C 

; :J !*Ghertkoy’s;.m'^n fea'son/fer.'-msh'Hhg'On .ifemovin^^^ 

from Tphtdys'wotks . was!‘'their"Cohsequent:;Widespread; disybutio^ 
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remember what caused this feeling in my father; perhaps my 
disagreement with his views or maybe his discontent with my way 
of life. He was eighty-two years old at the time and all he needed 
was rest instead of constant strife. He began to feel that the basic 
reason for his remaining witli the family was losing its meaning. 
The dream about a new life was reborn and came out in many of 
his works^ too; in the story of the Dekabrist who follows the 
deported, in Father Serghis, The Young Tsar, The Notes on Fedor 
Kmmch and others. 

But on October 3rd, after his usual ride, he returned, trembling 
with cold his hmbs quite stiff. He lay down to rest, without 
taking off his boots. He slept, so that we sat down to supper 
without waiting for him. Mother, after pouring out the soup, 
went to see how he was and returned saying he was sitting up in 
bed, but looked strange and as though his mind was wandering. 
He began to have convulsions. My mother was overcome with 
remorse. She was convinced that this was the result of her con- 
stant nagging, of her attitude to Chertkov. He recovered quite 
soon and I am certain that the collapse was originally caused by 
his falling asleep in his tight boots that affected his circulation. 
When he woke up on October 4th he was very weak and asked 
for his small diary. I gave it to him, having removed it from his 
pocket when he had collapsed, and I added : ‘ I didn’t read it.’ 
It made me very happy to hear him say; * Well, it would have been 
all right if jw/ had read it.’ 

On October 5 th Mother agreed to let Chertkov come and go at 
Jassnaia again. I had a serious talk with her, and after that things 
took a better turn. But not for long. We were all very miserable. 
When I left the house it was like going into the fresh air out of a 
stuffy room. My sister Tatiana wrote to Mother on October 13th; 

‘ Dear Mamma, 

I can see from your letter that you’re not happy. From 
afar your troubles seem absurd, one could laugh at them if 
one didn’t love and pity you. Papa likes Chertkov — what’s 
wrong in that ? Thank God that he has a friend in his old age, 
someone who is ready to give his life for the spreading of 
Father’s ideas. Don’t fight against him, it will bring nothing 
but harm . , . ’ 

The situation became so tense that a solution seemed inevitable. 
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miserable. She cannot learn to live in any other way. And she 
wiU never really change. She needs fear and authority. We 
win all try to subdue her and I think it will be for her good. 
Forgive me. Goodbye, my friend. Your Tania.’ 

Ilya wrote: 

* . . . . Dear Papa. 

I must write frankly to you and I’m sure it’s what you want. 
We are not criticising your action. There are many reasons 
for it and even if we knew them all, which we don’t, we 
would not be in a position to judge. We must, before all 
things, try and calm Mother. She has eaten nothing for two 
days and is so wretched that we cannot talk to her without 
tears. Some of it is as it always is play-acting, perhaps, often 
pure sentimentality, but on the whole so sincere that there is 
no doubt her life is in danger. We fear both suicide and a 
slow death from a broken heart. I know how hard life has 
been for you here. But you always considered it your cross 
and so did all who loved you. I am sorry that you could not 
bear it to the end. After all you are eighty-two and Mamma 
sixty-seven. Your lives are over now but one must die 
decently. I cannot bear to think what would have happened if 
Mamma had not been pulled out of the pond or anything like 
that. Forgive me if I’m harsh, but I love you and I understand 
you and want to help. I cannot ask you to return; I know you 
can’t do that, but for Mamma’s peace of mind don’t abandon 
her, write to her, give her a chance to improve her nervous 
condition and after that — well, may God help us. If you 
write to me, you’ll make me happy.’ 

Andrej’s letter was written in the same spirit, pointing out 
the dangers of Mother’s condition, the impossibility of either of 
us being constantly with her and telling Father that in his opinion 
he ought to have resigned himself to the situation. 

We got his reply from Shamardino: 

‘ Thank you, my dear, true friends, Serejha and Tania, for 
your sympathy in my grief and your letters. Your letter, 
Serejha, made me p'aTticularly happy, it was short, clear and 
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k resppnsipmcyj .pui. x iiau ppi • ;.' 

: . ;;I.^pte tp,yi?u:.thto'ugli' 

;;(Fm writing ,tp1ierktp Maj^a;.^ 

'' V Ijwrote ,to, ier after, mucli ’tHb^lit, as best as rcould. ; j ^ •' I 
' ^ ‘ -We are . going 'now, ;I doii’t ; Iano.w_: where.;yk;' Chert^^ 
"Cwili let^iiicnow; "'''''^; ;• ■'■• ,. ■"'■■' -'I"-'- r\ 

cMdren, and forgive me for. all the;ipairi 
. '.I’lnvcausing you/ You.particulariy, my;.dar]ing Tanechi^. . - 
: . - k tbat’s all. Pin in a biirry tp goi in fear that Mamma 

■k wo^d find ine. To . see her. now' would be terrible.. Gbbdbye. v. 

• '■ ■, :• 

Father’s letter to, MotKe^^^ ; , ^ • .„'■ .' ;• 

';v ‘,To. see' you ’or to^think of teturning ,to you is npwiqmte ;■ 
■Aimpossibie.'it’would do ybu a lot of harm; as .everybody- tells ., 
' V*. me; and for melt would be terrible for everythmg would'be 
k '~sb mtich .wpfse liow iwitb your irritability, your exatability, ; 
-your nbrypus^cohdition. I can only advise you to resign your-' ; 

■ './.sbif tb '^ facts an‘d the main thhigs— tty ahd improve your ' ■ 

■; jfealthr';;', V'-'^ ‘ ^^^-'VV.y-C/V-w'l 

,;’'';;;.-J-:^If.ypu^rdon’t even sa!y love, butjust don’t hate me,’:yb^ 
:;;;must'tty .and .understand. If you do so ybu woh,’t,biamd me; ' 

.but .tyill tryiand help me'to find the peace that I need to go oh' , 
'hying.' Your ybnditton how; your attempt ;af suicide, 'shpwi^ 
,K ;your doss of. control over yoUrself, which makes:my;returh' 

: ';;impbssible. You alone can save all the people you loye'ftbm .' 
;l/rah;tlus;paihl‘Tty;not to, wish, only the ohe ,t^g;ybu:wahti, 
V for ';ybutyefe-h:iy. , repi^ but .to .brin'g peafce do 'ybiftse^^^ 
/.'khuniblelypur. soul;, and ypu wih., .find, what 'yoU:want:. Vd'<I; ; 
; nbf .teUmg.-you where I. ';am''going.;;,^cause.; X.b 

■ Separation necessary .for . both , of us,- rpo'n’t .thihk.d’rh .gbing:'. 

;-;/because i ,dpn’t love yb^ you with.aU .hiy.ihel^.^.bu^ 

d^canhotabtinahybthefwty.Ilmpw.yourdettPr.is's^^ 

. ; you, are hot -in' a^ coridition tb;C3rty.;o;ub.ypuf :pwh wisheS/ - 
vl^dlf is hot a matter, of ffilfOlmg.!^^ 

:;v;;imppftaht fliat you sho^dhegam yo.urbalahce:.';; .k^Mihe that; 
^ d isnot dgh^hiydife .tyith you i'shhpossibdh/It wodd meimhh,: 
/ JidP; giye ;up 'Itying’i^l^bnY ^;^ghf dbil^thatb 
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Goodbye, dear Sonia, Inay God help you. Life is not ajo^e,'. 
we have no right to relinquish it, nor measure it by tlib:.- 
length of time. Maybe the months ve have still to live are V 
more important than all the past years and they musti'be ' 
livedwell;’ 

He also wrote to my wife,* asking her to help a widow with six ' 
children and giving her name. 

His last letter was dictated from Astapovo; 

' Dear Serejha and Tania. ’ - - c;' 

I know you will not be offended at my not asking.ypu tp ! 
come here; it would be too painful for your Mother and • 
your brothers if I had done so. I asked Chertkov to come but ' 
then his position is an exceptional one. He has devoted his 
jjie to the cause to which I have devoted mine for the last 
forty years. I may be mistaken but I beHeve that cause tO be 
vital for all mankind, including yourselves . . . I alsp wanted 
to add, Sere|ha, a word of advice to you and to beg you to " 
thinlc about the meaning of life. The Darwinist thepfids, 
the theories of evolution and of the struggle for suifviyal'’ ; 
which you are steeped in will never help you find life’s' * 
meaning and will be no use as a guide to your way of hving; . ' 
this is a sad prospect. Think about dfis ; I write these thipgs 5;> 
because of my love for you. Goodbye, fry td help ;,y6ur;;; 
mother whom I love sincerely and deeply. ■ / . . 

Signed in his own hand. Your loving father, ■ ’ , ; v • 

Father ascribed these viewpoints to ine femdhbefin'gjote 
arguments in the past. By 1910 my outlook had alfefed considefr'.K 
ably, but still I avoided arguing with' hirh. Though we did*'h6t ‘;f, 
differ so much in our outlook,! cotdd never, accept' his.cntidsmj^ 
of the function of pure reason, of scientific thinking.' ! 
there is no domain which msm’s .reason: 

solve matters ' concerning people’s ^relatiohshipj; sociology, : 
.histoty,' economics,'everyfhing^p^ 

On; &e 27th I left for dtfqscoW^tO'ilpok: for a psyi^ 
fake bveir to Jassnaia and a Professor Raste^aev'^dtw^^ 

;*S. . Tolstoy hks married agaih^j'^s^ffme/PoUnfcss'J^^ie.Z^ 
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Ae'fcjlibying day. I met Michael Novikov in Moscow, who told 
me, about his last conversation with Father. Father had told him 
that Fe wmted to"go and live in a hut, without servants, with no 
soft of luxury.. Novikov had replied that it would be artificial for 
him at his age to change his way of living but Father insisted he 
could rip ..longer bear the terrible rift between himself and his 
wife.';.-:;;. : 

Then Novikov told him: ‘ We peasants can only laugh at that, 
Lev Nikolaevich. A woman can be taught anything.’ And he 
explained how his own brother had taken the whip to his wife who 
drank'an'd she had stopped drinking pretty quickly after that. 

. ;^;l was on my way to Nikolskoe where I wanted to put the 
finishing touches to work I had on hand before devoting riiy time 
to Mother, i somehow did not believe that for Father there was 
^y imniirienf danger. But on the train I got a wire from my wife: 
‘.hituatibn' grave in Astapovo. Bring Dr. Nikitin immeiately. 
Wishes you arid Tatiana to be informed; dreads the arrival of 
others;’ ' ' ‘ '■ 

;; I cMriged my route and went to Astapovo at once, arriving 
bn November arid. 







Chapter 2 


A.stapovo 



Fatotk had been accommodated, as is Imown, ^dth the people ;, 
who had arrived with him, in the house of the station--master.:: 
When I arrived I found everybody round a table in the -first . 
room, while Fatlier was lying in the adjoining . one. Pushan; 
Makovitsky told us that their plans had been so hazy , that they 
had not really decided where ^ey were going at all, mainly in . 
order to cover up dieir tracks, like an ostrich hiding its head in 
the sand. There had been talk of the Caucasus and even of Bul- 
garia; Father had hoped that he would be allowed to cross the; 
frontier without a passport. 

The situation was grave, but not without hope. The doctors 
had diagnosed inflammation of both lungs, particularly the left 
one. His temperature was high, but his pulse quite strong. 
Father asked the doctors whether he could get up in two or . three 
days and when they said that he would not be able to move before 
a fortnight, he turned to the wail in silence. 

We all wondered whether I should go to his room. He still 
believed that we none of us knew where he was and we were afraid 
it might upset him. But finally I decided to go in. He was half- 
conscious. A paraffin lamp burnt in a corner on a table littered 
with medicine bottles, , / . 

Dushan Makovitsky said: 'Lev Nikolaevich, here is Sergei 
Lvovich.’ Father opened his eyes and looked at me with anxious 
surprise. I kissed his hand (which was unusual between iis). He 
asked me: 

‘ Serejha? How did you find us? How did you know? ’ . 

I invented on the spot that I had asked die conductor On the 
train if he knew where he was, and that he had told me. It was 
partly the truih. I had asked the cohduetor where Father , was but 
. only after receiving the telegram saying that he was in Astapovo. 
The conductor coi&rmed this. Father asked: 


:ASTAPOVO' ■■ 

' conductor know who you were ? ’ 

iireplied that many conductors , on that line Icnew me. ' 

Then; he -closed his eyes and did not speaki Judging by his 
, voice I did not think his condition was too bad. 

Thb nekt day I was told tiiat my father kept repeating: 

;; .‘tiever chap, Serejhal'How quickly he found us! I’m glad 
: hejcana^ r iike him. And he kissed my hand.’ And there were 
Tears in his eyes. 

: ■ ' midnight the train arrived with Mother, her doctor and 
■ the hhfses, and the rest of the family. No one went to see Father 
, that highf.' 

on November 3rd, in the morning, Tania went to see Father. 

Shntvfote to her husband: 

called me because they brought him his little 
ipilloxv and when he asked how it came to be there, Dushan 
; could not tell a lie and said that I had brought it . . . He 
Hvasnh told about Mother’s arrival or that his other sons 
were there. He began by saying in a weak, breathless voice: 

How smart you are, how well you look.” I said I always 
’^kneyr he had no taste and we both laughed.' Then he asked 
; about- Mamma. I feared that most of aU becausbl didn’t 
'waht to teU him she was here and I hadn’t the courage to 
;iteir a direct lie. Luckily he put the question so that I chdn’t 
■haye to. . 

, .With whom is she ? ” 

With Andre and Misha.” . ’ 

:-:“Misha, too?” - 

'V “ "Yes. They all agree that she shouldn’t see you until you 
%sk for her.’’ ■ . ' 

Andre?” V.'- ' 

; Yes, Andre too. They are very kind, the boysj-and they 
, are trying very hard to see she doesn’t get too Excited.” 
iyy,- Tell me' what she is doing.’’. ; - ■ 

• “ Papa,', perhaps you had better not talk too much,' it isn’t 
/gdqd for you.” , ; " ' ' . • ■ L :, ; 

Tylhem he : interrupted- me firmly,: but still in a^tearfiil, 
VbrcathlessiyOice: "■ y- 

;y y “,IJo, no, teil me ail, this is the mdstimportant thing of all 
rfof fneP’.TIe whethk the doctor she:had'was a good 
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one. I told Hm she had a very good nurse -who was weU used ; / 
to such patients.. . : ^ 

; '''Does she like her? . • ■■ // ’ 

'“Yes.”, 

■ “'Does she eat? ” ■ ■ . ^ 

“ YeSj she is eating now and tries to keep well in the; hope ^: ?s: 
■of seeing you.” - ; ■ . ^ ^ 

“ Did she get my letter? .’ - 

“Yes.” ' .,..■' 

. What did she tWrik of it? ” , • , ■ 


“ She was particularly reassured by the fragmerit feoih /V 
your letter to Chertkov, saying you would come hack if she- ^ 
recovered her calm.” ■ ■ • 

“ You received my letters, you and Serejha ?” 

“Yes, Papa, but I’m sorry you didn’t write to. the;odier;,':V'; 
brothers, they have been so good about everything.’’?- ^ 

“ But I meant all of you, I said: ' My Children ’ . . 

I spent the day in the train with Mother., We had ;aHj'>; x 
decided that we would first follow Papa’s wishes, then the-^ 
doctor’s orders, then our own decisions. Mother reludandy;?:/, ;; 
agreed with us, and kept repeating that of course she did not'v,'- ;/ 
wish to be the cause of Father’s death. But we . were/afi^.d.v ^ 
she would nonetheless go to see him, and there^e /ke]^^'/^ 
'an.eye on her. My brothers decided to stay away feoin.^I^^ 
too as otherwise it would have been irnpossible; tp.;keep : - 

Mother away at all. . 

In fact, we took it in turns to guard .his.dopr/ 


When I walked ;in, Fathet was,asleep,?;pr >ra&erVin',a;seMr 
conscious condition. Wlien he came to,. he , asked .m^ huttfe 
‘Are you going, today, 

:I?Said mo, not yet., 

■ ‘.You must-go, ybu really'must.’:v^-5/;;;>^ A 

1 believe he hoped that he' would Recover jsoph ^d , wanted 
to leave so tliaf I shpidd.not ptevenf his 'furffier 'jou^ 

.he was really not consdous at .the 'time.fc^ow^ds the .w 
y^as .exhausted, , upset” at, tfe- idearthatmveryb^b'dy^k^ 

Was,;Upset by. his conversation with’/Tama. He^dstpd^b^^ 
the 'papefs read ;tq;;him,-/and'- wrote- in'his^ 
'feadti4m:sbtoe;:oFhi^etter^'/:;g/y?}^;^ ' ‘ ^ 
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■' On NotemBer 4^ when there was no one but myself, and 
Chertkdy.ih the room. he said: ‘ I may be dying . . . but perhapsr 

■ ; v 'ahyhov?-,!’!! try . . . ’ Then Chertkov left and I stayed a long 
time alone \yith him.T was able to realise that he was conscious of 
dymg. Hc' lay witli his eyes closed, murmuring now and then 

. whateyer;.came into his mind, just as he often did when he was 
well ^d thinking of something upsetting. He said : ‘ Things aren’t 
too good, are they? . . . ’ Then suddenly; ‘ How wonderful! ’ 

, Then :he- opened his eyes and looking upwards, said loudly: 

■ ‘ Masha I Masha I ■ 

/ A' shiver ran down my back. I realised that he was thinking 
of niy sister Masha who had died, also from pneumonia, in 1906. 

. I left lum then and returned again at five o’clock. When he was 
given sdmetlTing to drink, he said: ‘ Not now, let me be . . . leave 
, me ^one . . . ’ Death was constantly in his thoughts. On that day 
.he dictated the .following telegram: * TeU my sons not to let 
: Aeir:"mother come, my heart is so weak that seeing her would 
Imean death; though my healtli is better.’ The telegram was read 
out to Mother in Astapovo, in the train where she was living. 

On November y fh I was sitting with Father, and Tania came in. 

■ He kept repeating: ‘ How is it you don’t understand? Why don’t 
■ybu want to understand ■. i , It’s so simple ... Why don’t you want 
to .do it? ’ His ' thoughts seemed to torment him, and he was 
terribly frustrated not to be able to explain to us what it was he 
wanted us to understand and what it was he wanted us to do. 

- ; In -the evening he fumbled with his sheet— believed by super- 
stitious people to be a sure sign of nearing death, ‘tidying up’ 
as it is p^led; Or perhaps he was. moving his' hand on his sheet 
/as if hewere writing. 

■ Tania :tbld me that during the morning' of the ,< 5 th he; said: 

‘ It is .the end/ and there is nothing to it . .. . ’ Then he sat up. and 
.said: ‘ I'ad'vise you to rememher one thing: there are hundreds 
of people' in the .world beside Tolstoy — ^but you concentrate only 
.^on.hini.^ ' .. ri' 

/.During tiiese: days I; lived between my father’s room, the train 
/where Mother .was staying and the stationwhere 'we had to have 
tipr 'pieaK- It painful to aee , my. mother’s- grief She 'knew, ^ 
she mayoof hayeadmltted to herself that she had dti\ren ' 
/leather ‘away, from hdine and this illness was the result of it; 

; ^^®^khew tii'at he did ndfwantfasee her, andiealised her; own ^ 
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helplessness and the irrevocability of what had happened haunted 
her. 

At the station there were crowds of newspaper men, who drank 
vodka and asked questions. There were policemen, too, and spies, 
and Father Varsonofij, who had been secretly urged to give 
Tolstoy communion. Before Dr. Rastegaev left us I asked him to 
give me a diagnosis of my mother’s illness. This is what he 
wrote: 


‘ . . . I did not examine Countess Tolstoy on my arrival 
because I had decided to concentrate on her nervous con- 
dition. She is quite normal in her reactions to outward 
events and her orientation in time and space is also perfectly 
normal. She is perfectly conscious of her actions even when 
excited. The main trouble is tliat she is determined to make 
herself and her own interests the centre of aU attention. 
Her memory is good, she can remember details of the 
present and the past with great accuracy. In the sphere of 
judgment there are some disorders. They are expressed 
mainly in a total lack of self-criticism. In her desire to prove ‘ 
herself right she turns away from the truth and even from 
reality. She is quite capable of endangering her own life in 
her determination to achieve what she wants though realising f 
the danger. Her whole behaviour is highly emotional. Her 
judgments are inconsequent and incoherent. When excited i 
she is so uncontrolled that she may easily overstep the 
limits of normal behaviour. All this leads me go diagnose 
Countess Tolstoy’s illness as acute hysteria which may 
reach at times mental derangement. I have indicated to you 
my advice as far as treatment is concerned.’ 

On November 3rd I wired my wife in Moscow, asicing her to 
buy a good bed and mattress, which she did and sent to Astapovo. 
We moved Father on to it at once. 

On November 6th I wrote to her : , 

‘ Mother is under constant observation by tlie nurse whom 
she seems to lilce. She is more calm, but just as self-centred. 
She talks incessantly, worst of all, she has all the newspaper 
correspondents at the station listening to her avidly and we 
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';;.i'r;live'm;.coristantHe±rbr;,9^ :^^,s,:is;;.b£ , 

f' sbui'ce,bf-ali.'i^^ gossip iji tbe fiewsp'ajie^^ 

;;:Sbmetim^ aUb'wrs';^iefseir tof be' persuaded by ,us.^ W 

^ '•vbbb’t aUbw ber'‘:tb;se^ an<3-',will iiot dp'sb uritir be • 

i asbs fbt’ bbd and tlie- dbrtofs allow it; They tidnb it. - 
|be:1d^gerous now;, ,We have told her this and she realis^ 

■ fbrhmately that^'^ hiiia now '■ would b^ tb kill h^*^' ■ ■- • 


:;‘ ; '!Abbu^^ P-ha* I went into Father’s room;- His breathing ' 
= .Ayasi v&y ,rapid;iHe' was haying camphor injcctibns and oxygeh. 

.3ut his fdcie Was draWnj' and his colour blue/ 1 thought 
iimhstrhe the“ehd;‘‘But he rallied'a' Httle aftef the ihjectibnSi I 

■ ,retiirned:=agaiii about ten p.m. He was restless ^d moaning, : 
'tTtrying to .get.up. At' one mboaent he said: ‘ I’m afraid Pni dying.’ 
.Then, he coughed and made a face Of disgust. Then he murmured:; 
A ' i’h^gb somewhere where no one WiU interfere . ■ Leave me in 
.:;peace.’;I,WasTettiblY shocked when he suddenly sat'up ^nd said 

■ loudly r * Escape, I; rnust -.escape I ’ Soon aftex: that he. ‘ saw the 
'-. iho'ugh i . was standing in; the dark (there was only one' candle 'in 
!;therobm) arid he called out:'*^ Serejha! ’I rushed to the .bed, and 

'knelt to hear better what he said. He uttered a Whole s^tence but 
.••i;cbuld;not;bnderstand a word. Dushan tpld.me later'th'at'he 
djStin^ished a fewiwotds which he wtbte dbwh at once:. ‘ Truth 
Jove -all . aU' '.of them .■ I Iciskd liis ’haiid and mbyed 

Ay'll' 

n vTowards ■ inidnight ‘ he greW restless again, ' Ids bteathihg ;.wa-S- 
';<stertdrdus,' heavy,; ^ rattle in the. throat grew louder, he:'hic-, 

, cb'ughed; Jj;. ;My .brothers; came in.'-I felt' quite, huhib,'. JJ":Abbut ‘ 
.:,i^fwb a.m^ my mother was .'called. She stobd a.t tbe fobt of the.bed, . 

. -.watching ;him, then, came close quite calmlyi k.issed.;ium, btt .;the.. 

forehead,-'. ]&elt down and began to' whisper; .‘ Fptgiye me Ja^^ 
;Jsbihedurig;dse;whi<diT'didiTt;hear.- \ '-p?:.} 

• Abougthree- a.m.- fe started to .mbahV;But his'pulse' was;hard^^^ 
perceptible ahd'.he; didn’t .fecoyer consciousness.' Dushah offered, 
rJumaothe-Water; and'hebpened Wseye^and draph;^J•■; 

J-bomebOdy brOughtithecandle clbse-.tb.,ius;eyips;^he feb-whed and, 
'.;turhed;a%ay. His pidse^grew wbfse.vThe dbctbts;gaye;W^ 

..’ watef.Hhshan murmhred:,‘:Mbis'teh'ybut HpsyLeyHicblje^ 
vfHb.-swdlbwedJsomc water jit .-Wksbowh^ 

; 'Jshowed'bhly; , hi ; thd, breathing'; %luch '.becamh^ 
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shallow, less and less loud. It suddenly stopped. The doctors sdd 
‘ The first stop.’ Then came the second . . . a few sighs, ahothe: 
stop and the last ratde . . . About ten. minutes before Ids dead 
Mother came up to the bed once .again and Imelt ddwh, 
pering. ' C:'-' 

After the last sigh silence fell. It was broken by one. of th; 
doctors saying: ‘A quarter to ski’ Dushan .came-up tp^ 
first and closed his eyes. I only remember that everybody left ah( 
the doctor, Dushan and I remained to undress him, wash hirn anc 
put on his grey blouse again. His body seemed to me strong mc 
young for its age. He had been ill for such a short time that he ha< 
not time to grow thin. His expression was calm and concentrated 
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The hast Journey 


November 7th went by in a continual bustle. The doors of the 
house were open and more than a thousand people came to pay 
Tolstoy their last respects. 

Mother sat all day at the head of the bed, her head shaking. 
It was painful to watch her. The painter Pasternak made a drawing 
of him, the sculptor Mercurov made a cast. Photographers were 
busy and someone drew the outline of his shadow on the wall. I 
was asked if his skuU could be opened, but after consultation with 
the family we refused it, knowing how Father hated scientific 
experiments of that kind. A medical student gave him an in- 
jection of formalin. 

On November 8th we four brothers carried the coffin out of the 
house and into the train, decorated with fir-tree branches and 
wreaths. The whole family went in another carriage and in a third 
one the newspaper correspondents. We arrived at seven a.m. at 
Jassnaia, by which time we had already been inundated with 
telegrams of sympathy. A great crowd had assembled at the 
station. We carried the coffin out again, and then the peasants of 
Jassnaia took our places and tlie funeral procession, with funereal 
songs, moved along the road which Father had so often taken. 
It was a still, misty day; snow lay here and there, and there was a 
slight frost. I think the crowd numbered from three to four 
thousand people. As we moved along I was told that Chertkov 
had arranged that the coffin should not be brought into the house 
and that it should be left unopened only for a few moments’ halt 
in front of the entrance. I protested against that and so did 
Mother and my brothers, knowing that many people would like 
to see Father once more. I hurried ahead. Our old servant and I 
pulled out the frame of the door that led into Father’s favourite 
study* and there we put the coffin. The procession by the coffin went 
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on from ii a.m. to 2.30 p.m/A'polkemati;canie:iia^stoodfey;th|^ 
coffin. I asked him to go away and 'wheh & didn’t dp as I asked 1 
told him sharply that we, the kith and , kin of Count 
in charge here and-that we desired him tp go/.And'themhe w^^ 
Maria Alexandrovna Schmidt, his closest Aiend,:Ws ihe lak One 
to say goodbye to him before the famhy:and;theh';:^aUy/^^^^^^ 
coffin was dosed.' ;/ 

He was buried, as he had wanted, in the yace ^in^'^ 
which he had indicated. Everybody knelt dowh, only .a s^ 
policeman remained on his feet. Spmebpdy shodteb: .‘>On^^y^^ 
knees, policeman! ’ 

There were no speeches at the graveside. My rnOtiier; was 
and controlled. I hoped she would cry, , but she did hot: she^^ 
tear. Chertkov was not there. . 

A dark,, autumn tiight set in and igradually. evej^B'ody. d^eA 
away.. :A:' 

Tolstoy’s burial was the first public burial without a .dihr^ 
ritual, which was what 'he had wanted. . ■ 5 
Among the three thousand telegrams that we fecdved . was- 
one from the workmen deputies of the Third Dumai* saying':.: 
* The social-democratic fraction of the Duma, in the naihe of tfe 
proletariat, expresses its grief at the loss 6f -die. great a 
genius, the imconquerable and implacably fighter, against officii J 
dom, the enemy of all servitude, who raised 'lusAydicie . against: 
capital punishment, and was the friend of nU the downtroddra^^ 

Among the various letters and telegrams' were sbrhe: rathef;' 
curious ones. I received one from the peae,aats on My. estates 
pray for the absolution of the sins of our drunkda: priest Whp h^^ 
not been able to conduct a funeral service for yorkfathet andwe 
offer you all our sympathy.’ We had another from a priest as^g' 
us to grant him a priest’s attire, in which to pray - for /thh p^^ 
of Tolstoy’s soul, and he actuaUy' added; Hs/measuiemM^ 

: . Mother fell ill and had to keep to her ;byd,fot about a 
Her. sister- came to try .to consOle^her. , 5 he: was crus^ 

:griefj' but no longer ^ mentipned smcidpf :Gi:adnaily , khe^beg^j tp . 
return :tp:: her' usual pccupatiphs--pcOrr^ctihg. .:pfppfs^Pbusying: 

- herself in the hpuse^j’ etCi ‘:But her .state: bf ^ jhifid ; wasvAespera^^^ 
■.as- seen:from: the notes, ihherdiary^o;.p;> 

:*Thp:Russian'.ParH’ambht-of NQyemhef:i^t'.ipo7pJune^9^^^ 
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:fyil>^ov^:xkth^£ph: lUii^siN;; ' ' ■ .- 

\ ivTot'.-^ 

f-'SiNov^izGfh'- ! \ Neuralgia cJay and night, ■ 

}':' v-NdP(-zjkf) '.,.-i;t ;, ,Gbt up,, but neuralgia raging. , 
7^fy'N6v,‘-i^th'': ■ ’ Easier when people about. Terrified of 

■ ■ ; / c' 'soHtude.'No fo ' 

' I suffer agonies of remorse. 

yysJSfoyyofP ’ '■•'What has life to offer'me? " ’ ' ' ' ' ' 

■ yy'Dec/yjfh I'' ' There is no end to my despair. 

yypec^ Sib ' ' My sister left. I cried desperately. 

V Nobody cares for me. ■ 
pec; iith' Have put away my husband’s tilings, to 
' ’' f ^ ■ '■ protect them from moths. How terrible 

fife can be.- ' 

yYpec/iytljy :. I- have not slept at all. These dreadful 
-’nights with my soul steeped in dark- 
" 'ness,-' ' ■ ' 

kPepyapy • ■ Went to the grave with all the peasants 
' ftom Jassnaia. I suffer terribly, but was 
'ip ypy '''''' '■ moved by the sight of their love for 

-.■/J’;;'.’/’ -v^ him. And they are all so kind to me.’ 




On October 25th, 1919 I received >a, note: in -MqscpW: & 
Jassnaia saying diat Mother- had faUen iU.and , that -ner ’Iife';^^^ 
danger. It was difficult at the time to get a ticket from Mqkow.} - 
to Jassnaia at once, for it usuaUy took several days ::and I had v? 
to leave immediately. So I decided ro apply 'forf help to 
secretary of the Soviet of People’s Commissars* whom' I h^d met < 
with Chertkov in England in 1898 

I went to see him in, the Kremlin. Pie was. very;; k&d{;and^‘-^ 
promised to go at once and ask Lenin for a passl 1 waited in lus 'k 
study and twenty minutes later he came back with- the ‘necessa'iy>i 
paper. • -.1 ' 


PERMIT TO TRAVEL 


Owing to the grave illness of Sofia Andreena Tolstoy, ’ widow 
of Lev Nikolaevich Tolstoy, her son Sergei Lvovi(ffi is allpweitn 
leave Moscow urgently for Jassnaia Pdfiana;, All ;raiiway;an^ 
military authorities are asked to assist him;pn .this Journey; andp 
he is permitted tp travel on all types of transport. : ' ^ 

R.S.S.S.R. , President of CotinciioL^ ^ 

Council of People’s Commissars; -O’ 

People’s Commissars v'h'-l;'' ;-?',;;;';" 

Kremlin, Moscow . . v. uiaanov. . : ^ 

Oct. 26th, 3919 

No. 3306 ' .!v 

■;I left at 10 p.ra. haying; ^telephoned tp sayJK^as hrri^^ 
Horses were sent to rneef trie.; Mymoffier- ws yery jll;'|jer;^^h ■ 

. ' had falleh in, her nose.grdwn slider., She iecognikd^ 

• her rnmd was wandering. ^h^;^;Hg^ te^er^e.;;Ste 

*y,‘ 'PiljBonhhriijeyich./-;. 'C '' 




■>s'ldng':^v^en'^;a^ youraurit;Tariia?,’;(h^^ 

■ ; iisfer); And ■iei)eated : ‘ I’m - ashamed/ and she meaht;ashahied,.to - 

../belli.c;;;-' 

. • / -Sh^ water. ' •. ' . J 

: V she, said to me : ‘ One ought to gb 'without grieving,. Uhe . the ,;, 
'peasants: dp/ ‘She was a'.rheelcj pbedient'patient and did hot 'get. 
•irnt:able;or' angry. \ ■ ■ 

/ 0n'.' the •'29th' she was better' add not only fecognised me, 'huti 
ivhen tbld'that I.had brought her some wiiie, wished to',dririk.;my 
healtli.iShe had her bid face again, with wrinkles. In my absence ; 

./■ Tania .asked whether she wanted a priest. She replied: ‘ I’m. not. .. 
/yet aS'bad aslthati let’s wait xmtil tomorrbw.’ And added: > 'You • 
;must bury'mnas.a-Christian.’ - - 

moved her hands as if she were sewing;’ . 
/threading; a. -needle. I' remembered that Father -had -moved 'his, , 
'hands o'n die sheet as if writing. ' ‘ / ■ ' ■ ■ i,'-- / 

V/';' : On' the 30th she took a turn for die worse. I came to say good- 
• hightdo her: and asked if she knew me. She said: ‘ Of cbhrse,T 
' .’feow .aU my -children.’ I kissed her hands and she leant acrb'skto ' ' 
/•^lass me'ohthe forehead; ■ ■ ■ ' - 

;Th’e'^d^ said the illness was progressing normally but owing, 
/tdlher age there w^ only a ten per cent chance of recovery; ,/ ; ./ 
r/'.; 70 n'.the .31st: Mother was unconscious. Her temperature ;;had,'' 
gone dpw:n.' She called for meih;the evening and said ‘ goodbye!. ’ 

; I replied: ‘ Gppdnight.’ At about 10 p.m. she murmured wbtd^ in- 
/Frerich, called Masha who was- dead and her dea;d. housekeeper 
and then again my brothers Leo and Misha who 'were stiU alive; ’ 
unconscious, moaning. The doctork haye 
,dd/i^/'/.-./"'hoduhg new to report. ' ' ■^;/ '..■''V:/;'; 

. I her that Dr. Nikitin had- arrived -frOm ' ' 
'r/v. -d// ’/i^ and that she would sbpn be better. 

I’m'^very-w;eak/ she said; 

; A / i^ ^the evening I said- again:'-' Goodnight.’:- She'/ 
;////:/; ///•/■//"/didn’t reply.'- 

She hasii’t recovered consciousness/, inoans, talks /; 

The dpetOrs- say 'she-has emphysema/: 
/is/;'/''//:'-;^/y;hi''the.iung. No hope. ;//, 

; ■ ' :; ;:We -sat 'the whole': night in the/room' next to hers/' 

//Her /si^er Tania /was-'widi /her.- /About 4 akh/T’;/ 
' // / . . and, th'eii fipdiing; We Called., 
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two servants who ptepared the body and laid it 
onthetable.Wesent for the nuns to watch and pray. 
Before leaving the room I glanced at my mo&er’s 
face — ^beautiful, calm, but the face of a stranger. 

Mother had always wanted to be buried beside Father. But we 
doubted whether that would be the right thing. There might have 
been awkward, insulting questions. She said shortly before her 
illness : * If you don’t bury me next to your father, bury me next 
to the children in the graveyard.’ These words served us as a 
pretext rather than a reason for burying her there. 

Tania said she had talked to her on October zyth. Her bed had 
been moved and this made her restless as she did not see the 
photograph of her son Ivan. Tania showed her where it was and 
asked whether she often thought of him. ‘ Yes, often,’ she replied. 
‘ And of Papa? ’ asked Tania. ‘ All the time,’ she said. ‘I live 
with him, torment myself that I was not good enough for him. 
But I was faithful to him, in body and in spirit. I married at 
eighteen . . . never loved anyone but him. I can teU you now before 
dying: I never shook any man’s hand in a way that could not have 
been done in public.’ Tania told me that and I wrote it down. - 

Nov. )th It is cold, very cold. The snow is falling. I went 
to the cemetery to choose the place. Decided to 
bury her next to Masha, 

Nov. Gth We carried the coffin up to the church. The cook’s 
wife sobbed loudly, remembering Mother’s many 
kindnesses. 

The grave was a large one. We found in it three skulls, some 
bones and brass buttons, belonging to an officer of the time of 
Alexander I. A child was being buried near by, beside Mother’s 
coffin stood a tiny one with the small sweet waxen face of a child 
of five. AU her life Mother had had to do with children and here 
she was, being buried beside a child. 

Nov. j^th We found a moving letter from Mother written on 
July 14th of the same year, inscribed: ‘ To be read 
after my death.’ 

‘ The circle of my life is obviously closing in. I am 
gradually dying and I want to say to you all • 
goodbye and forgive me.’ 



Van V 


THE PEOPLE AROUND TOLSTOY 
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Father’s brother 


I KJ^EW my father’s brother, Sergei, rather well and liked him. 
He was a very handsome man, witty, proud and sincere, without 
pretence or hypocrisy. He never concealed anytliing about him- 
self nor wanted to appear something that he was not. Father used 
to say of him that his soul was open like the mechanism of a glass 
clock — ^you could see quite clearly all his feelings and tlioughts. 
He said that he always wondered at his brother’s ftanlc egotism 
but had never understood him. Sergei Nikolaievich was the 
prototype of Volodia in Childhood, Boyhood and Youth, He was a 
better pupil at school than his bro&er Leo, got a degree in 
philosophy, then joined a crack regiment or a short time. He was 
very social, much more so than his broth : who was shy, awkward 
and self-conscious. He could easily ha'v e made a success in some 
career, but had no ambition except to do what he liked and not 
have to think about the consequences. He took the line of least 
resistance in life. He played for a while at being a squire, was a 
keen sportsman and hunted wolves. There was a path on his 
estate, hedged with two rows of wolves’ teeth — all the wolves he 
had killed himself. When he was very young, he enjoyed listening 
to Tsigane gypsy songs and fell in love with an attractive gypsy. 
Gypsies are usually excessively puritanical and it is not easy to 
have a ‘ liaison ’ with them. But the girl was in love, he carried 
her away to his estate and lived with her for eighteen years, 
without marrying her, and only did so quite late in life, perhaps 
for the first time putting duty before pleasure. But it was never a 
happy relationship and threw a shadow over his whole life. He 
read only newspapers, or French and English novels. This is how 
he learnt English; he read the first volume of an English novel in 
translation, then lost the second volume. My father had both 
volumes in English and told liim to read the second one with a 
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<^c£pnary, wHiA did,; and-.£rdm .then On read .steadily .ir 
English.; ;He could hot, however, leam to speah ikpropedy! : ' ■ 

: . ' rHis .daughtefs, when. th'ey reached the marriageable agej wen 
highly 'Influenced by Father's teachings, . patticuIarIy,'those ■ ex- 
pressed in The Kreuf^ier Sonata, oil -the subject of- chastity. Bui 
chastity did not seem to satisfy them completely. One day one o) 
them said: * Nous.sommes tm nid de vklks.filks et nos enfants serom 
atmlmddd de vklks piles. Comme c’est iristeX ’ all laughed, or 
hearing this pronouncement and teased her: how on earth' were 
spinsters goin^ to have any children? 

■ .They did not remain spinsters, however. One , of them had s 
baby. by a Bashkir doctor who had coihe to aditunister a treatment 
of mare’s milk to , her. He died early and this alJair gave my fathei 
the theme for. his last story, What did I. see in my dream ? ' - - - . ■ 

' ;• Another dmghter lived withfa local peasant. Only one of them 
married -a neighbour and this marri^c was. a ^neenss. ' 

:• Uncle died of face ..cancer, a slow and painful: death, growing 
:quite' blind. Father went to stay with him for a tirne before, his 
.death. .My uncle’s Wife was very eager for him', to take the last 
.sacrameht.but was af aid to ask him herself. Father undertook the 
•task. and • strangely., enough Uncle agreed to , take 1 communion, 
he had been indifferent to' religion all Ids life. ^ V' i ^ 




[^uapier z 


Father’s Sister 



Mr father’s only sister, Maria, was the prototype of huBi' in 
Boyhood. She first learnt about it when Turgenev read to. her,'^ 
extract from a story by an unknown author, signed L.T. in one 
of the thick periodicals. She was amazed to listen to a story about 
a family so like her own and could not understand who could Have 
known such intimate details about her brothers and herself; She 
never thought it was her brother Leo, having not read- Childhood 
which had appeared in the periodical before. Her brother Nicholas 
wrote to my father: ‘ Masha is very enthusiastic about Turgenev. 
I would so love to meet him. Masha says he is simple ih manner, 
plays tiddley-wmks with her, and cards, but Masha is tiot;-®^ 
worldly person and she could be mistaken about such a clever 
man as Turgenev. People now ate so sly, you have to break many 
a crust with them before you know them.’ 

Turgenev wrote to his friends that when he first met Aunt 
Masha he almost fell in love with her and in fact they were always 
friends and he even dedicated his story Pk/n'/ to her. ; 

She married a neighbour — a cynic and a rogue, from whom she 
was obliged later to separate. Turgenev wrote to Madatne 
Viardot about it, saying: ‘ She had to leave her husband, a sort pf 
rural Henry the Eighth, and a very repulsive man.’ . 

Her brothers, for some obscure reason, disapproved of her 
platonic friendship with Turgenev and Father even 
‘ Turgenev behaves badly towards Mas^. A scovndreb • 
she travelled a lot, went to Hyeres and Algiers and settled dowp 'in 
Switzerland, coming back only for short spells to Rpssia; Ip 
Switeetland she fell in love with a Swede by whom she M a 
, daughter and at that time asked her brothers to start Miyb^ce 
proceedings against her husband. But Father wrote to her urging 
her to come back to Russia, which she finally <hd. Her: husban<i 
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sooh.^ed arid: she lived for a-.time in jassnaia, diough .jny iriotlief' 
never approved of it. Aunt. Masha i was ahvaysviestless- and never 
seemed; to se^e dowri anj^where. One day I met her unexpectedly, 
at.a stati6n in;]lussia witli a pretty eighteen-yeaf-old girl. Aunt 
Ma&ha, wery' emBafxassed, introduced her as ‘ my ward.’:-It was in , 
factAher . daughter by the Swede. She was then living with' her 

mother, o-.- ■ 

; She was of; a. religious , nature,- and believed in superstitions ; 
arid miracles. But ;she was also musical, talented, and a good witty 
stoiyrteller.. -I .'remember one of her ‘ repartees ’ when a group of 
tripperS ;<mme. up to.;her in the garden in Jassnaia asking, her to 
show, them my. fadier..,To protect her brother she said to them; 

■ .No, the,Libn;(!^ is not being shown today, only the monkeys.’ 

; ;.;She was capricious and irritable and her solitary lot exasperated 
her. At one tiine she gave much of her time to music, and raved 
abciut;i^t6n Rribinstein. Then she became friends with a religious 
doctor- of homeopathy who had a great influence on her. She 
beq^e 'more;, and more religious-minded. She went to live in a 
cohyeritj';:.tHe.:Shamardin6 .Convent near Moscow, before finally 
taking..tlle„yeU. At the- beginning, of her conversion to orthodoxy 
she ' ahdmy . father . argued ; very .hotly, about it, but soon each 
understood .diat . the -other .wovijd never, change. And there was 
also in Ariht , Masha a; wonderful fusion of naive faith, coupled 
wim;an;s'under'stmdihg' for . tlie ethical principles that, my father 
belieyed.'in. >Wien he wirote.liis article I cannot refiiain silent, about 
the" dea^; penalty she strongly supported .him, from a religibris 
pbmt;dfvieW.;f;f;;AA- \ ' -.-.V A; ; 

W’aS'mbfe . difficult for . her tO;Come ,to., Jassnaia .after- shcihad 
^ken thewcik'But she did come now and then.,. 'One Aay.Father 
asked .her, why ;she did riot, stay longer , rand she ;replied ‘-.To ffio 
tha.t I: shpuid..hayc tb haiye.the blessing bf-Fathef .Joseph.’ ' >, 
F A’ Hh'w imany.' nuns, are There in your i.Cqriverit ? .1 asked Fadief .' • . 

AFSix■huridred.^■;:F^ A -A; 

AAArid;none\of .you^:six 'hundred Fools c'ari'Uve.'ori your, 
brains ■A'’,’. 
'■'AF^FMasha-feriiemb'ered .these'.wbrds.m Father , 

piUowahe hrid embfbidered with idie wprda-m. 'silk: ‘ From brie of - 
tte Ahamardiri.fnbls F j AAA AaAaA '.F viK 

A; She mellbwbd as i time werif on, varid. 

s^d -it wris. l^c^e; of the^irifluericetof a‘;:girj CbhyeritA^b A 
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looked after her and whenever ■she.Uqsft hdr terhper'V^^ 
would say: VForgive me, Mother Maria/ 
i went to see her in 1911 and told her d£ Father’s ;last 
before his death* She was sad that he , had left. :Sh a rha r dt n K th^ 
out saying goodbye to her. She' wrote a moving rlefter: to^^^^.m^ 
mother after Father’s death saying that he had been fa;reriaarkabie 
man and no wonder therefore that his death had been ieroarkabie' 
too. Shedcnew very litde of what>had happened betwefeh* them 
knew only that something had been wrohg',Vthat:h(2',h^ad{^ 
solitude and also that Chertkov v^as much to blathei How^ 
she not love her, Sonia, whem her dear Leo had. Ibyed hier so 
much. She hoped to be able to visit her , brother’s, grave 
complained offeeUng old and weak. ‘ 

She died of pneumonia in the spring of 1912.,; She' had ho feat^ 
of death and died peacefully. Shortly before her. dealhT she .wrote, 
two letters, one to Charles Salomon, a friend of our family, ;ahd 
one to my sister Tatiana. I will quote some fragments fromrhem: 
To Salomon. •> 

‘I don’t think my brother was seeking refuge or .consblatioh 
for his grief when he decided to leave the hpusev/ffi 
too complicated. He merely wanted to live a quietTspifithal life 
. . . The more he soared to heaven,, the more; she became; /my 
ferre ... He wanted to live in the Convent if your huns^wiUlet 
me ” he said. I don’t believe he wanted to return , to fhe;<^ 
but I had hoped he would. devHop a^ sense bfihutriility;;wluch w;as 
not far from him in his last ■‘days.. Now he; has. gohb and ;why— 
no one will know ■ ; -' , , , ■ 

To my sister she wrote how much, she wanted to;see .'us ali.and 
my mother, again. ‘ Between her and Leo there. yfere. t^b'lefleMes 
at work, one seen, one unseen, I knbw that.;They ipyed eachqther 
so much, after all.; How could they then so Late one ahother ? • 



Chapter ^ 


\ 

Turgenev in Jassnaia Poliana 


Turgenev and Tolstoy, the stoty of their mutual relations, the 
clash of two different points of view, two different characters — 
what a rewarding subject for historical and literary research! 
However, that is not my task. I wish only to teU about Turgenev’s 
visits to Jassnaia Poliana, of which I was an eye-witness. 

In 1856 Leo Tolstoy, a young writer who had already won 
recognition owing to his Childhood, Adolescence, and his war stories, 
joined a group of Petersburg authors as a full member. Turgenev 
played first fiddle in this group and, of course, he interested 
Tolstoy more than anybody else. Soon, in fact very soon, a 
friendship sprang up between them. As a man, Turgenev was 
bewitching. He was already famous as the author of A Sports- 
man's Sketches which had greatly influenced my fatlier, of ^din, 
A Nest of Gentlefolk, etc. Turgenev was one of the first to 
appreciate my- father’s talent and he was ten years older th an 
Tolstoy. No wonder that the younger man came under his spell. 
However, this did not last long; gradually my father began to free 
himself from Turgenev’s influence and to stand on his own feet. 

Endless arguments on matters of principle ensued. Turgenev 
liked to lead the conversation; my father was not always tolerant 
of other, people’s opinions. Their relations deteriorated and, 
finally, broke off in a quarrel. This was not accidental. It had been 
brewing for a long time and was the outcome of the great 
differences in their character and outlook. 

During five years, between i8j6 and 1861, they met frequently 
in St. Petersburg, in the country and abroad. Their relationship 
could be described as close, but something hindered real friend- 
ship. Turgenev used to say that at times as abyss would open 
between them; it would appear to close and would become a 
hardly noticeable chink; then it would open up again. 
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As eafly as 1856 Tutgenev writes to Tolstoy: ‘I shall never 
cease to like you and value your friendship, though — probably 
through my fault — each of us will feel embarrassed in the other’s 
presence for quite some time to come. Where does this embarrass- 
ment come from ... I think you recognise it yourself. You are the 
only man with whom I have ever had a misunderstanding . . . ’ 

During his stay in Paris in 1857 my father constantly met 
Turgenev; they went visiting together, frequented theatres, 
exhibitions, concerts. In my father’s diary the statement that 
‘ Turgenev is boring and heavy going ’ stands next to such re- 
marks as ' Turgenev is charming ’ . . . ‘ chatted gaily with 
Turgenev ’. On leaving Paris for Switzerland he notes in his 
diary: ‘ Called on Turgenev. Both times after having said good- 
bye and left him I wept, I do not know why. I am very fond of 
him. He has made, and is still making, another man of me.’ 

However, the ‘ abyss ’ which separated them widened with the 
years; Turgenev’s indifference to religious and moral questions 
went against my father’s grain. He needed straight, vigorous 
replies to the questions which were tormenting him. Already, 
at that time partly consciously, though fumbUngly, he was seeking 
in religion and ethics answers to questions on tlie aim and the 
meaning of life. Turgenev used to say to him: ‘ This is un- 
important. You have been given a great talent, make use of it.’ 
In 1857 Turgenev wrote to my father: 

‘ You write that you are very pleased at not having followed 
my advice and become exclusively a man of letters. I will not 
argue — ^perhaps you are right, but I, sinner that I am, cannot, 
much as I rack my brain, make out what you actually are if 
not a man of letters? An officer? A land-owner? A philoso- 
pher? The founder of a new religious teaching? A civil 
servant ? A businessman ? Please help me out of my difficulty 
and tell me which of these surmises is correct. I am not 
joking. Truly, I would so much like to see you speeding 
ahead at last under full sail.’ 

As can be seen from this letter as well as from some others, 
Turgenev wanted Tolstoy to devote himself almost exclusively to 
literature; he treated all his other occupations such as farming, 
schools, and, particularly, philosophy, with contempt. He could 
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not understand that, if Tolstoy wrote as he did, it was only 
because he had an inner world of his own, his own ideas which 
urged him to write in this way and in no other. Turgenev’s 
indifference to his most treasured tlioughts and feelings offended 
Tolstoy. On the other hand it is possible that Turgenev was 
annoyed that the young writer whom he had protected and in- 
fluenced was now standing on his own feet and even criticised 
his novels Rudin, Nest of Gentlefolk and Smoke. These dissensions 
and mutual strictures eventually led to a quarrel, almost a duel. 
This happened in i86i. 

Relations were interrupted for seventeen years. However, the 
two men continued to take an interest in one another. Having 
heard that Tolstoy had sold his Cossacks to Katkov to pay a 
gambling debt, Turgenev writes : ‘ I hope to God that in this way 
at least Tolstoy will return to his real work.’ On the appearance 
of VoUkushka he writes: ‘ What a master! What a master! ’ 

War and Peace he both praised and criticised; he thought that 
its weakest points were those which sent the public into raptures 
— ^the historical and psychological aspects. 

My father in his turn kept up his interest in Turgenev and 
his writing. I remember his remark on Turgenev: ‘ Why does 
Turgenev worship the young and flatter them? What is there to 
worship in them ? Y oung people must be taught, not worshipped I ’ 
When we were still children, my father advised us to read 
A. Sportsman's Sketches. I remember how he once said of The 
Singers that Turgenev had communicated astonishingly well tlie 
impression produced by singing, but that in tins case the author 
had crossed into the province of another art— music. He con- 
sidered First Love to be the best of Turgenev’s short stories as he 
had described in it his own experience. He thought less well of 
Turgenev’s novels than of his stories, I only remember that he 
praised the beginning of Asja and The Torrents of Spring. 

However, even after the break, Tolstoy was still interested in 
Turgenev’s opinion of his works. Thus he wrote to Fet on the 
publication of War and Peace: ‘ Your opinion is valuable to me as 
well as that of a man whom I like less and less since I have grown 
up — and that man is Turgenev.’ 

1877 was a year of crisis in my father’s life. It was then that 
the complete change in his outlook described by him in A 
Confession took place. This was preceded by his torments at the 
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tealisation of the futility of life and his fear of death. A new 
religious approach to life required an examination of himself and 
of his relations with other people. I do not think that my father 
had any personal enemies, but the hostility between himself and 
Turgenev weighed heavily upon him. It was then that he wrote to 
Turgenev the following conciliatory letter; 

* Ivan Sergeyevich. 

‘ While re-examining my feelings towards you some time 
ago I suddenly discovered with surprise and delight that I 
felt no hostility whatsoever towards you any longer. I hope 
to God that the same has happened to you. To teU you ihe 
truth, knowing how kind you are, I am almost certain that 
your unfriendly feelings towards me disappeared before mine 
towards you. 

‘ If this is so, please let us shake hands and please forgive 
me in your heart of hearts for any offence I have committed 
in your eyes. 

* It is so natural for me to remember only your goodness 
because there was so much of it in your relations towards me. 
I remember that it is to you I owe my literary fame, and I 
remember how you once liked both my writings and myself, 
Perhaps you, too, will recall some such memories of me 
because there was a time when I was sincerely fond of you. 

‘ If you can forgive me I sincerely offer you all the friend- 
ship of which I am capable. At our age there is only one 
blessing — loving relations between people, and I shall be 
very glad if they could be established between us. 

April (ith, 1878, COUNT l. tolstoy.’ 

Turgenev replied on May 8/20, 1878 from Paris: 

‘ Dear Lev Nikolayevich. 

‘ I have only just received your letter which you sent 
paste resfmte. It has deeply touched me and has afforded me 
much joy. It will give me a great deal of pleasure to resume 
our former friendship and to shake the hand you are offering 
me. You are quite right in assuming that I have no hostile 
feelings towards you; if they ever existed, they vanished a 
very long time ago and there has remained only the memory 



: ; ; 5 .turgenev in jassnaia-; pouai^ ■ ; ; , 

; . ; of you ' as a man to whom -I was sincerely attached, ;_and ; of a 
>,w|it^:whos^ &st steps ! was^ than others 

J V did, arid; whose new: w^^ always awakened n^y liveliest 
;.f:iriteresf:.r!^ glad that ouf former: niisundef- 

t Vstaridirigs . have' ceased to exist. I hope to visit the ; Orel 
i 'jp^royirice this summer- arid then we. shall certainly meet. Until 
. then ! send you my best -wishes and once more shake your 
i^karid-; ^ - 

.• . ivan turgenev.^" . 


..I tn' August 18^ was in Moscow and wrote to Tol- 

Jstdyj^t l . skall -he staying in Tula where I have some:business. I 
^ firiyself would yery much like to see you, and I also have a riaessage 
; :fdt.ypu. ;Sd -would you prefer — ^wiU yoii go to Tula or, shall 

.i .'i ; come; to;.see you at Jassnaia Poliana? ’ , , , 

s . A few days.later, Turgenev wired that he would drive fromTula 

- to .Jassriaia Poliana. Tolstoy himself went to Tula to. meet him, 

' : tajdrig i-ydth hirri his young brother-in-law, a student of the. Law 
;VSchool,;-Vst^^ notes have remained describing the 

meetirigpf.lhe two writers after an interval of seventeen years, and 
;;;what they ;tiiked about during the one and , a half hour drive in, a 
'hchriiage ftorii Tula to Jassriaia Poliana. It can be, presumed that 
;;<&e meeting .was a friendly one and that both avoided impleasant 
^i.subjerits of conversation.; , ; ; 

'^In the siuim large number of people were living, as , 

, , usual, - at Jassriaia -Poliana. The.big house was occupied by :our 
fariiily wHcLcOrisisted, besidekour parents, . of four brothers and 
; two, sisters.'iydfc eldest, was fifteen, my sister, Tatiana thirteen, 
.-dlyaltwelye; At a French tutor, M. Moritels,; an 

; exT^nimunatd of;! who -was hiding in Russia under the name 

'';;;nfNiefj. an English governess, and Vi. L Alekseyey. ;The annexe 

- ;of the house was^^i^ by the Kusmiriski family. Moreover, ^ 

;;; ;ihere ,■ was :.a;iconstarit,, flow of guests.kAt. that .time Baroness 
;XMerigden andC^ were'/ staying' as Welilas .-Stepan 

;.-;Bersi Arid ;then;in' 18,7.8 Turgenev came to 'jassnBa. . 

1 V.;:' Natur^y ' we ; afi .'awaited Ivan Sergeyevich- -with . the , greatest 
; ;'exciterii‘ent.T Ime-w.that Turgenev.-was -y^ .but-he exceeded 

f . rnyV^pectations.-Tp'^me. he seemed , to he;a'giant-L;a;giari 
r,;:l^A'ey^,;a reddish face ,and;-with what seetried to me to.be, flabby ■ 

::;;leg'.masdes ; ; tiri.ck,-: Veil-groomed 'w 



TOLSTOY REMEMBERS BY 'hIS ’SON.' •'''■'X''' 

tinge, and a beard of a similar coloufi Compared td Min my fath^ ' 
appeared short (thoiigh he was above average height) and yoiingeh ^ 
than he actually was. True, Turgenev was sixty and my. 
fifty. But Turgenev’s hair was white .whhe my father’s was’d 
without any grey streaks in it. In their relationship' also; hne -. 
could feel that Turgenev was the older of the two. It seemed to me- 
at that time that my father’s attitude to him was reservedi'bpurt- ;■ 
eous and tinged with respect, whilst the latter, in spite of his ' 
exuberance, treated my father with a certain caution. - . ■ . : f 

Turgenev had brought with him beautiful fravellihg .ac-;: 
cessories; an expensive leather suitcase, an 'elegant dffessing-case,'. 
two ivory-backed brushes, etc. I remember his velvet boat with -' 
matching waistcoat, silk tie, also, I think, a soft silk 'shirt and T - 
pair of beautiful gold watches. He used to take much pleasure in 
showing these watches, saying that they were chronometers, .that - : 
in general he liked good watches, and that he always saw to it that 
they kept exactly the right time. He also had in his pocket'-:ki , 
exquidte snuff-box filled with snuff. He told us that he>., had 
given up smoking because two very nice girls had refused'tb.kiss ^ 
him 'when he smoked: ‘ and now,’ he added, ‘ my PMisia'n ladles;.: 
do not even allow nie to enjoy snuff .’ He wore soft shoes with 
very wide toes because of his gout. ’ 

Turgenev had lOng talks with my father in the'study or during 
their walks. Probably, the main subject' of these conversations 
was literature. They also discussed poetry and Father ;;.said; ; 
‘'When a writer writes poetry his choice' of expressions is xesr. 
tricted by rhyme and rhythm. Anyone wishing to- .express his. 
ideas clearly cannot' do so in verse.’ , ’ , • ^ 

> I do not remember Turgenev’s reply but I knOw that my fathen . 
agreed with him that rhyme does sometimes endow an exprOssion 
with a special charm as, for example, in much .Of .Pushldn’S ' 
poetry.- ■ ■ ' ■ ■ 'k; 

Ho'wever, my father made the reservation that he had ;a‘ .great .■ 
admiration and weakness for Pushkin. In this, as well as in va 
weakness for Fet’s.. and ■Tiutchev’s; poetry, ;he agreed ;. with 
Turgenev. Turgeriev, who followed' closely what was going ph iii , 
literature, • reconimerided two new • writers ■■ to; my , father^a : 
Russian, .; Vsevolod Garshin,' and a Frehchtoan, : Maupas^ 

• Later my father fully;.app'reciated, both, though ;af ffrstherwas 
repelled by the' subject ofJLaMamtt having, however, read. 
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: ■ Une^J^iey ^ in Maupassant , a first-class “vv^titer. It was 

?;;[thdnj top, 'that. recommended tp;my father a- w:6ma.n 
writerivlithihlt Mme.; Stechkin, . About her . my -fa^er remarked ^ 
Turgenev; is, always fussing about some womah novelist.-’ 

he .company of .others Turgenev always led the conversation 
hndheldreyerybody’s attention. He was an inimitable story-teller 
/‘hiid ^we listened to him spellbound. He told us how,- having been 
tputVuhcier; arrest- for an artick on Gogol, he tried to cajole his 
;. guatH; .a ,r6bust N..C.Q,; or he. imitated a hen in a coop by placing 
. . bnehand; under the. other; or he would show us how his gun-dog 
' pointed. .He. :Would describe his villa at Bougival,, speaking of 
; the. yiardpts and .himself as ‘ we or, how he acted the part of a 
wood , elf at Baden-Baden in amateur theatricals ,at the Viardots’ 
hduse,:andr.how everybody g^ed at him in bewilderment... 
^'He.aisp told us how once, at a masked ball, he and the poet 
: A.; K.' , Tolstoy ihet.a graceful and attractive mask who talked very 
; intelligently to thern. They both tried to persuade her to unmask, 
hutdt was only several days later that they discovered wbo she 
• ^a^i .ivhhh she invited them to her house. ‘ And what did I see 
.':Jthen,’ -Turgenev said, ‘but the face of a Finnish soldier ina skirt,’. 
^,p,,This masked lady later married A. K. Tolstoy. One of his best 
i- ipbems;; was inspired by; this first meeting .with .his future- wife. 

. I beHeve that Turgenev must have exaggerated her lack pf beauty, 
7 ; I .met Ai K; ,Tolstoyy widow later — she was not at all ugly and she 
■.'■was/ceminly a very intelhgent w^^ .. . , . 

Somebody asked Ivan Sergeyevich whether the way -of life in 
. Russia seemed strange to him after such a long absence from the 
; ; country.-! He rephed ; that at first many things had amazed him, 
;,;but.^thaf:he soon got accustomed to- everydung Russian, as it 
^ Belonged "to his native land. 

; 5 :;In;spite.of sixty years. Turgenev was, vigorous, and . active; 
-lie dppk 'long; walks .with my father and our group of young 
ypedple, was Interested in ,fM in the , forest , and -apple tree 
. plantations and , admired the beauty spots in the, garden and in the 
Bwoods.;!';:..:! . ...-.f . T - 

At. that .time- o^^ of , Us had built a kind of primitive ..see-saw 
, ;.neaf:the.;h6dse,:cdhsisting pf,.a.,plank bdanced; on; a cross-beam. 
•IRassingBy .ib ;my;fatker a^^ Turgenev, succumbed to .tehiptation .' 
.•'"ahdj;., -of thd; plank, -began; 16,, throw-, e^^ ' 

.y'oQipf dp and.Bpwn.arnidst gederaliaughter.;.:^^ 
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On one evening Turgenev read. ns one of His stodes^^ 

He read with great expression, in-a simple andTvely way with^^ 
any affectation. However, the story itself did not'^m^lce:' Wjgreat 
impression on any of us, induding my father. V;'r^ 

On another evening Turgenev played chess rdth mejahdi as fk 
as I remember, with my father and Urus'sov. He w;as k good pldyer, 
far better than my father. ^ ^ ’ 

Giving me a rook, he won one game and Idsfanothd.’He.told 
us that one day, playing the decisive game in ah idternadqhal 
chess tournament against a Pole, he had die opportuniji}r-k6^g 
to an error on the part of liis opponent— of maldtig theo^ihiiing 
move, an uncovered check. The public waited ini agitatihn to see 
whether he would make the move. After a , moment’s tiiought 
Turgenev acted as expected and tlie Pole had to surrenHeh .He 
moved his bishops particularly skilfuUyL ‘ Chess playds c^; me: 
“ le chevalier du he said (the knight of the bishop).' v; ;; r- i 
Talldng of chess he was reminded of a phrase, veryifashionabie 
at that time, with the French: ‘Whatever you say- to- a French- 
man,’ he said, ‘ he always replies: “ Vienxjeu’’?, i fV-Av ■■ 

In spite of all his love for France Turgenewdid nOt pafticidarly. 
admire the French. He pointed to their shortcomings— their great 
patriotic conceit and their bourgeois, calculating minds.'He 
tliat French people had begun to speak bad French, ; the coarse 
Paris jargon. ■' '' 'rhjJ.'::;;'; 

He himself frequently switched froih Russian to; Frenchi , And 
how well he spoke it! It was well known that the French' 
selves admired his accent and Ms turn of speech; . . - - ; > v'- v' , 

Speaking of French women Turgenev said: - How much better 
educated Russian women and girls ate than the French! When you 
arrive in the midst of a Russian famdy itds .hke leaving u^ d^ 
room and entering alighted one.’ ' ■ ’ ; , ' 'y 

On the day of Ms departure Tuigenev- tbok leave of eyerybody 
very cordiaUy. He said to my father :. ‘ You have . dorie very^^ well, 
my friend, in marrying your wife.’rHe promised to 'look.'m 
Jassnaia Poliana in the aUtumn. , ■ ■ ’ 

Fresh from- the impression of tMs . .visit.' my ^ 

Turgenev is very greyj very qmet, he.hasienchanted us allhy his; 
eloquence and the picturesque -^ay ' in . which' ho ej^qunds ::thp 

simplest as well' as the loftiest subjects. •He. deSctibed.the statupqf: 
Christ by Antokolskim such a way that we could.seo it before us 
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and'then^ told ;iis aistory, about. lu?’;ifayourite}dog,']?egHs^ 
•tlid;>atbfe''^kdl:..A''wealmess;.-almb%;',a.-'childis^^^ 

•iLofxhafactefjCis itipyr noticeable in .Turg&ev. / At ithe -sahae 
he is' softhearted ^d kind,’- ' 

On; Ks: teturn to ‘ Spasskoye,'TurgeneV wrote to my faher Ah{ , 
Adguisf-i^th:; ^ -.A sc,,' 


. •■ ,‘ I. cannot but repeat to yoii whh pleas^tjr'gboh,'^-:./ 

pression I have carried away,ffom Jassnaia-.Poliana and how,, 
i . f-glad I am .that our misunderstandiogs have y^shed withput .; 

‘ . 'iahacet .as.if.they had never been. I felt very cleafly, -that ihe V. 

. . . ... years ; which have aged us have not been spent inyaini that/;.;; 
~ . -you and Xhave both become better characters than wd-were'.. -; 

. : sixteen years ago— and I was very pleased to :rehise;tWs,;hf,-, 
.•.\.gbes without saying that on my way back I, .h?Ji^”babst ;';:v 
, ' /certainly look in bn- you . . . ’ ■ 


; My father’s reply was also cordial and severM days/vlhpt 
(August' 25th) Turgenev once more wrote to Tolstoy;;' /[-‘d ./'h 


. J. am- yery pleased, to hear, that everybody "at -Jasshaia';;./,' 
v.v- Pohana -has looked upon me with a friendly eye . . .;And&m^^^ 

, = / is no doubt that between us there exists the linlc bif wHich'ybudf. 

. ' speak— and I am glad of it, though I cannoburidefiyke tp;//;/ 
, ■ ■ disentangle .all /the threads of which it is/, composed/. Art / 

. dr alone, is .not enough. The main thing is thaf it dpes/exisb’/;/dv 

; .-Tufgenev’s second . visit to J^snaia PoHand bn/rSeptefnter 
2:hd,,iasted' three days. Soph after that he went, abroad. .Tri hik 
ietter :tp; Fet he; says: ‘ I was very happy, to ; haye/cohie.Tpgethbf/;;/ 
again, with . Tplstpy and I spent three pleasant day^widi hi^^^ 
ehtire;faihily,ikyery likeable and his wifeis 'charhdng; He hi^ 
has i becorne; more, subdued and mature. 'His - hiatneTs acquiring ///^^ 
European fame.'.r/We, Russians, have long Imowh/Miat ‘.he^ms'-np./^ 
rival!’/;, >/../. -.-O- 

-My/father. did nbt speak of Turgeney:Wi&,,the saihe ehthuslasm|/,d 
,In' a/lettef to Eet of September 5,th, .tSySjfhe'/wfptPid'Tu^^^ 
came/tp; see; us :On/Hs' way back. Hd if .ibst ..the; satrip/asidie rwak; 
and we bb&'khow the degree pf ihtihiacy/wiu(i.ii,is/ppssibiei^^^^ 
'uatO'kchieve;’////.?:, v ir--;-.- 

- ■■ x6j; 
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• In his next letter Turgenev seemed to; cdn&mytW ■neither^ 
them ought indeed to overstep the bounds of ascertain cJegtee of 
intimacy. One of his letters (Novejmbeh iythj .T878) 
unpleasant impression upon my father: '■ 

‘ I am glad that your physical health' is:go6d andl h'ope'that , 
the “mental disarray” you speak of has , gone as 
too, am familiar with it; sometimes it appeared ' in . the guis^^ 
of an inner ferment before the beginning of work, i prtsumi 
that this is what happened to you. Though'ybu beg mehof to ■ 
speak of your writing, I cannot help but teU you 'thsif I haye ; 
never laughed, even “ a little ” at your expense; soine. of ypiif 
writings I liked very much, others I disUked' sbme,; as & 
instance Th Cossacks, gave me great pleasure . and -fil^ 
with wonder. But what reason should there be for. laughter.^.'; 
I presume that you have long ago got rid of suchyfie- ] 
actions”.’ ■’ 

My father made a brief comment on this- letter when' .he wrote ’■ 
to Fet on November 22nd: ‘Yesterday I received Brlefter from': 
Turgenev; do you know, I have decided to keep away firpm him 1 
for fear of sinning . . . Such a provocative, quarrelsdm’elptebml / 
A shadow had once again fallen between my father '^d- Tur-.:; 
genev, but this was the last time it happeiied;'AB;er fhat the good 
relations between them were never interrupted. Turgenev^ like, 
old nurse, as he himself described it, took the greatesfpmns to, 
spread Tolstoy’s writings abroad. Their correspondence; was. y 
resumed. On the occasion of a Hbel printed in the 
Yedomosti by Katkov, my father expressed to ■ Turgeney '.Ws 
warmest sympathy and Turgenev, always grateful -fot kindrsess 4 
and sympathy, replied on December 2nd, '1879 : ; ‘ I ' 

touched by the sympathy expressed to nie^by you oh. the bccasipQ: ^ 
of the article in the Moskovskije Ved6mdsii:''&nd ioCm^^ 
almost glad that it appeared because if Ihoved yo.u fo w^^^^ 
kind and friendly words to me.’ , - , • . v . / 

However, Turgenev kept fb his opirubh ahd.regarded Tohtoy^^^ 
exclusively as, a than of letters'. '.In 1879 he Avrifes,- to Polohsld:?^^^ 
‘ Leo Tolstoy, as a rh’ah , of great talent,- will scramble, out of 
bog into which -he^has landed and it, wBl’.,be for. the/^^^^ 
literature, but Fet-Shenshin has.becpme so swamped in the 
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of philosophy that all he' can do is blow bubbles and these are not 
too fragrant.’ 

In January 1880 Turgenev sent my father a flattering comment 
made by Flaubert on War and Peace. In tlie spring of the same year 
he came to Uussla and once again visited Jassnaia Poliana. This 
time he had undertaken the difficult task of persuading Tolstoy to 
participate in the festivities on the unvefling of a monument to 
Pushkin. He arrived in Jassnaia Poliana on May and. It was 
spring — ‘ the birches were covered in green down — ^the nightin- 
gale was singing in the silent night . . . ’ and the day before various 
song birds had been singing and chirping in the garden. Turgenev 
had a good Imowledge of birds and distinguished them by their 
song. ‘ This is a bunting,’ he would say, ‘ this one is a kind of finch 
and that’s a starling ’ and so on. My father admitted that he 
did not know birds as well* as that. 

The flight of the snipe was in full swing; Turgenev, my father 
and my brother Ilya and I with our guns, accompanied by my 
mother and my sister Tatiana, went off to take up our stands for 
the flight. We drove in a kind of shooting-brake to the crown- 
forest Zaseka beyond the Voronka river. Having arrived at the 
river we crossed to the other side balancing on a tree trunk. I 
remember the enormous picturesque figure of I. S. Turgenev in a 
brown coat and wide-brimmed hat as he wallced cautiously along 
the log to the other bank. 

My fatlier placed him in the clearing he considered the best, 
for the snipe were sure to fly over it, and took up his own position 
not far away. My mother who was talking to Turgenev remained 
beside him. She asked him why he never wrote anything any more. 
Turgenev replied that he was already finished as a writer. 

‘ Can anybody overhear us? ’ he continued. ‘ No? Well in that 
case I shall tell you, I can no longer write. Before, every time I 
began to write I would shake in a fever of love. Now this is gone. 
I am old and can neither love nor write any more.’ 

Suddenly during this conversation a shot rang out and Tol- 
stoy’s voice was heard sending his dog to retrieve the bird, 

‘ It has started,’ said Turgenev. ‘ Lev Nikolayevich has already 
bagged one. He’s lucky, he has always been lucky in life.’ And 
in fact many more snipe flew over my father than over Turgenev, 
probably simply because Turgenev frightened them away by 
talking. At last Turgenev heard the grunt and whistle of a snipe 
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approaching Hm, the bird appeared; abbW; ,ihe;"#ee^'^ 
fired. ’ . ^ ^ 

,‘Is it a kill.^ ’ my father, caUed out, froin his post 

a stone/ Turgenev replied., 

However, though the dog and all pfus looked for tl&d bita^w^ 
could not find it in the darkness. Andfr^sttahgely phohgh/-ilii^ : 
upset both my father and Turgenev. But next day rny brother H^a 
found the bird; the dog had been unable to/do so beckuseutwas / 
hanging in a tree. 

Before Turgenev’s departure my mother went to anil ‘ 

my father to dinner. They were sitting in a hut my;father had bu^^^ 
himself in a grove near the house, to be able to work m kdiitude/ / 
Turgenev was trying to persuade him to take part;ih=thhPu^ 
kin festivities. My father resolutely refused. He did -not llikei:^ 
speaking in public and, in general, avoided aU celebfaHdhs 'ahS^vi 
solemn occasions, even if tliey were in honour of PushkM. :; ;/ 
Turgenev had not expected this and left disappointed. V;/ 
During 1880 and 1881 the friendly correspondente betvreeh Ae /: 
two writers went on. Turgenev continued af before to’ spreads 
Tolstoy’s works abroad, but was sdU contemptuous -about :hislv,> 
philosophy. " -V" 

‘I am very sorry for Tolstoy/ he wrote to A. I.'-Urhssoy of 
December 1st, 1880, having heard of Tolstoy’s, depressibh/'bht,;, 
chacun d sa maniere de tuer ses puces.^ . 

In June 1881 he invited Tolstoy to his house at-Spasskbye.vDn-;,, 
July 4th, 1881, he wrote to my father: ‘ I am looking forw^d tp 
your early visit and am made happy by 'What yopf say ’bf'your^/ 
feeling towards me. It is particularly good because it is mutual.’/, ,' 
My father wrote in his diary about that visk:^, ;'i/ • ^ 

* July pth and loth. At Turgenev’s. Deaf Pbipnski quietlyi 
busy with his painting and . his wiitmg,\uncHtical-and, popf •; 
man, so calm. Turgenev fears the narheiof Gbd j^^^ 
acknowledges hhn. But he, too, is. naively calni/in H^^ 
luxury'and ,idleness.’ , , 

At the end of August. 1881 Turgeney/came to jassnaia Ppliapa 

for the last time. On August 22nd— my mbffiei’s birthdayrfm^^^ / 

guests wereassembledj among them my . uncle;Sergei .Tblstby^ 

PHnce Urussoy. In .spite of ,tbe faict tli^f XJfuss^ 

Governor of the Tula province at ;thkt tinie hie nught hayp beep,; 
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described as a follower of my father’s ideas. My father at that 
period was occupied with research on the gospels and had 
initiated Urussov into his work. Urussov had accepted Father’s 
interpretation of the first words of the Gospel of St. John: ‘ The 
beginning of everything was the understanding of life ’ and liked 
to talk on this subject. And so, one evening round the tea-table, 
Urussov began to prove to Turgenev that the begi nn i n g of 
everything was the imderstanding of life. I do not remember 
Turgenev’s objections but, apparently, he was not interested in 
the subject and was trying to switch over to another one. Urussov, 
however, obstinately continued to expound his thesis and gesticu- 
lated violently, not noticing that he was moving towards the edge 
of his chair. Suddenly the chair slid from under him and he fell 
under the table, the palm of his hand outstretched before him. 
Not in the least embarrassed, he continued from under the table 
the sentence he had begun. Turgenev could no longer contain 
himself and burst out laughing — a little too loudly perhaps. ‘ II 
pi'assowm, ce Troiihetr^koyl he shouted in a falsetto voice between 
his laughter, confusing the names and calling Urussov ‘Troubetz- 
koy ’. 

Everybody began to laugh except Urussov and my father. The 
latter only smiled, he did not like Turgenev’s slightly contemp- 
tuous attitude towards Urussov nor towards the questions he had 
raised. After this the conversation on the understanding of life was 
not resumed. 

I believe that it was on that occasion that, as we were thirteen 
at table, the conversation turned to the fear of death. Turgenev 
considered that the fear of death was a natural reaction. He 
admitted that he was afraid of death and frankly declared that 
he never came to Russia when there was cholera in the country. 
My father and Urussov both said that he who fears death cannot 
live, Death is as inevitable as night or winter. We prepare for the 
night or for wmter; in the same way we must prepare for death; 
only then will it not be intimidating. Turgenev continued: 
‘Qui craint la mart levs la mainl He was the first to raise his hand, 
but nobody else followed his example. He said ‘ A ce qii’Uparait 
je ms k seuU Then my father also raised his hand. I do not think 
it was done out of politeness but because he was reminded of the 
distressing days of Arsamass — ^those terrible moments when the 
fear of death overcame him . 
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It was oti .one.of the evenings during Thtgene^.’^ 
conversation took oh such a purely .Thrgenevvtum,;^^^ 

have been an episo'de:fromhne ofvhis storiesvrhdp’ hohreniemhetf; 

who raised the question as to which were; the happiest mordent ol i 
one’s life, nor for what reason.-, I thiiik, it was i l’uf gem 
then suggested that everyone, should teli'lhe'stdry''^^^^ 
moment he had experienced in his iife. ;Everyb6dy .started try&g^^^^^^ 
to remember. My uncle Sergei whispered sometHhg that' seemed 
to flatter her into the ear of Tanya -Kusminski with whom , 
long ago had an affair. She blushed and; said: ;>yy.du ard- an. iih|;;,'; 
possible man, Sergei Nikolayevich!;’ ...lirhssbv saidrsottieihingto^;^^^ 
the effect that the happiest moment of his Ufe woidd haye-been tbS 
hear of the triumph of goodwill on earth. We, of codrse, turned to v 
Turgenev: ‘ Tell us' which was the happiest: momen^tin_^'o«r life 
He replied: ‘ Of course the happiest monient in. hfe is connected:-? 
with a woman’s love. It is when you gaze into! her byes^i^ihtd.thd'-;? 
eyes of the woman you love, and realise that she nlsbdbveS: you";’ 
He was silent for a short while and- then added^TThis;;'haf;hap'X. 
pened to me once in the course of my hfe-^-T^^perhaps twicer 

Recalling now these words of Turgenev .:h understand *the;y 
jeering comment tnade on his novels by his tmfrieridly;eriddNi 
Strakhov: ‘ In almost all of Tmgenev’s "novels, ;.a'';y6ung 
wants to marry a girl and never manages to do it. 
correct: Turgenev’s heroes fall iii love with . youthful passion-but;.,^ 
do not marry. Strakhov, however, had intended.; to .be; abusiyiSj 
instead of which he praised him. .. -- d 

Turgenev is -not the bard of physical , love . vbuf,. of that 
self-sacrificing -love which can restrict itself (.to.; gazes,?an^^^^^ 
sinuations but which — as Maupassant puts ;it-^iS ; often ;stt6nger((^ 
than death. This is how he understood- love and'.ifterefpreithw^^ 
was no need to marry off his heroes. -He ;hirhseif;. was.. updl H^ 
old age the young man.;.who ;.'lbves'(deeply(ancl;:,upselfiSld^^ 
but who cannot and will not marry. ITs mofheyuSed.tpisay afe 
him that he was a , man of one;love; that . he'ppuld loyd.pHy. o^ 
womm.- • - 

, On this, his last yftit, (Turgenev ;Vas;.iiffe"Hed;fty(i^d 
wild gaiety which.' reigned;,among -the.? young ;rnembprs;’(pf.;6'uft 
group. 0ne,evening;,someb6dy (started a ciuadrille.:Turgeney(yas 
asked; whether the tof/}re^anse:'w&s still danced. in;;(France; pr ; 
whether it had been replaced(by'the(unseemly?can-fcah.;^^^^ 
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‘ The old can-can/ Turgenev said, ‘ is not at all that indecent 
dance which is performed in cerfes-chantants. The old can-can is 
a proper and graceful dance. There was a time when I could dance 
it. Perhaps I might even dance it now.’ He asked my coUsin 
Masha Kusminsld, a twelve-year-old girl, to be his partner; 
pushing his thumbs in the armholes of his waistcoat he proceeded 
with great ease to dance the old can-can according to all the 
rules, bending and straightening out his legs. The dance ended 
by his falling down, but he picked himself up with the agility of a 
young man. Everybody, including himself, burst out laughing, 
but we were all somehow embarrassed for him. 

On that day my father noted in his diary: ‘ Turgenev — can- 
can. Very sad.’ 

This was Turgenev’s last visit to Jassnaia Poliana. I have 
to add only a few fragmentary memories of conversations I had 
heard that time. 

I remember one on the force of imagination. Turgenev said 
that, lying on his side he could, by exercising his imagination, 
bring himself to experience insufferable pain from the pressure 
of a cushion or a mattress on his hip. I remember, too, how he 
told us that once, in Paris, he had attended a lecture on porno- 
graphy and that during the lecture experiments had been con- 
ducted on the people present. 

He talked a lot about a group of French writers who were close 
to him: Flaubert, Zola, Daudet, the Goncourts, and Maupassant, 
He did not approve of the intentional realism of Zola’s style and 
language and ^d not think that the Goncourts were talented. He 
put Flaubert and Maupassant high above the others. By the way, 
this is what he said about the writer known by die flame of Jules 
Verne: ‘ I spent a whole evening with him. It would be hard to 
find a more boring and uninteresting man. Moreover he has never 
travelled.’ 

Turgenev thought very highly of Shakespeare. I remember how 
he tried to impress upon my father his own conviction of the 
greatness of Shakespeare. He pointed out the truly dramatic 
situations in which Shakespeare placed his heroes. ‘Truly 
dramatic situations,’ — these were approximately the words he 
used — ‘ do not arise when virtuous people struggle against 
wicked ones as in melodramas, or when people suffer from 
external disasters like the plague or earthquakes. Dramatic 
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situations arise when suffering inevitably springs from the 
characters of people and from their passions. We find precisely 
these situations in Shakespeare’s dramas.’ 

At one point the conversation turned to Dostoyevski. It was 
common knowledge that Turgenev did not like Dostoyevski. As 
far as I remember he used to say something like the following 
about him: 

'Do you know what an inverted commonplace is? When a 
man is in love his heart beats quicldy, if he is angry his face is 
flushed, etc. These are all commonplaces. With Dostoyevski, 
however, everything happens the other way round. For instance, 
a man meets a lion. What does he do? Naturally he pales and 
tries to run away or to hide. This would be so in every straight- 
forward story, like one by Jules Verne, for instance. But Dostoyev- 
sld will say exactly the opposite: ‘ the man flushes scarlet and 
remains glued to the spot.” This is an inverted commonplace. 
It is a cheap way of acquiring the reputation of originality. More- 
over, Dostoyevski’s heroes — on every second page — are either 
delirious, in hysterics or in a fever. TWs does not happen in real 
life.’ 

After 1 88 1 Turgenev no longer came to Russia. He fell ill 
with the painful disease which brought him to his grave. 

His relations with Tolstoy became more and more friendly. In 
his letter of March apth, 1882, after hearing that Grigorovich 
had resumed his former relations with Tolstoy and saying that he 
was glad about this, Turgenev writes: ‘ Leo Tolstoy is an oddity, 
but undoubtedly a genius and a very kind man.’ 

In another letter (April 9th) he says that he was glad to have 
had good news of Tolstoy. ' Convey my greetings to him and to his 
family,’ Turgenev writes. 

Turgenev replied as follows to a letter of sympathy written 
by my father : ‘ Dear Tolstoy, I cannot tell you how touched I am 
by your letter. I embrace you for each one of your words.’ 

However, even in this letter Turgenev could not refrain from 
expressing the wish that Tolstoy should return to his creative 
activity: ‘ You must go on living for a long time,’ he writes, 
‘ and that not only because life itself is a good thing whatever 
one says but because you must finish the work to which you have 
been called and for which, besides you, we have no other master. 
I remember your half-promises given last year and do not want 
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. to 'HeUeyd ^at'they will not be kept! I cannot ; write mticH—^but 
vyou.mderstanii me?' ■. / ' ■ 

;: ;4 In bas^ of May 1461 Turgenev wrote: ‘1 have heard 

thah your .Article- (this .was A' Confession) . has. been burnt 'on 
censor’s; Orders. But, perhaps, you have kept a copy of it. If 
so, :wouId.:,ybu be so kmd as to send it to me here ? . . . I am not 
•asking ^ou whether you have returned to ^^our literary work, as I 
kiiow.-tfaat such a question is not much to your taste.’ 

: ,;4 i^ter ;tius sent Turgenev A Confession asking him to 

. read -this hook'Without anger and to try and understand his point 
' hfwiew.- 4 ' 

' i ’.’Ha^ j ^4 Confession Turgenev wrote to Tolstoy: ‘ I had 

'. begun a long letter to you in reply to your Confession but have not 
,' knti; will not finish it precisely to avoid becoming argumentative.’ 
.:r.^,Turgehev, of ' course, coxild not agree witli the merciless 
. ; cqhdeninatiori, expressed in Confession, of the ‘ opinions ’ which 
; rOigned at the close of the fifties among the Petersburg men of 
;'’iel±ers. Opinions which were primarily those of Turgenev him- 
' self. ^However; he was not offended. 

) One see from Turgenev’s last letter before his death, which 
■ Ooultib^^ his last poem in prose, how close Tolstoy was to 
Vj-Ws heart as- a /Russian writer. Here is this letter of June 27th, 

4-“' ' ■ 

' dear th 

'f V'! % ■ ‘:iliave nOt written to you for along time as 1 was and am, 
r ;. <to ,put it frankly, on my deathbed. I cannot recover — ^it is nO 

.4, ■ : hse eyen thinking about it. I am. writing to you only to tell 
I am to have been your contemporary and to 
.44:4,,; ’. .express ih'y sincere, my last request. My friend, return to your 
4.'. /y ;.literaiy work. This is a gift that came to you from the source 
,:;44':y:whehce eveiything. comes. Ah, how happy I would be if I 
4 ;, 4 ' my.requesf would move you! As for me, l am 

444444^ ^^shed man~the doctors do not even know, what to, call 
i- 444 stomacale godtense. No walking, ho. sleep- 

•ihg, .oh, well, it ishOrmg even to repeat' all this. My ftiend, 
Cgreat.iwiter of/our Russian land, hearken to. my prayer 1 
.jLet me khqwif you receive this hit Of paper and.aliOw me to 
4 etnbf ace yOu 'phce ■ rhore very very iwarmlyj , yoiij yoior ' wife^ 

.; add -all .ypiifs . I- carinot'write.'any more, I am'itirbd.’': . '- 
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This letter contains love, for his •couhtry^^fove'^forfM 
and a friendly appeal. Tolstoy did not forsake Hs Uterary &^ 
ties — ^this was proved by .the.works that followed.^V ; 

I think that my father understood. Turgenev^ well. jHavirig ';; 
realised that Turgenev was not a rehgious .:man, -he, cedse^ 
demand from him what he could not-give-^a religious appfo&h to 
life. But this did not prevent hhn from, appreciating .Tprgenev ,? 
very liighly as an artist and being a friend to, bini as a than/ ij. ,- ' 

My father did not reply, to Turgenev’s, . last ; letterj . perhaps,.,; 
because he received it too late — at that time he^Was'ihflie Samara^-^^ 
province, whereas the letter had been addressed to Tula' perhapsy-' 
because it was difficult for him to reply Add. on August .zznd..; 
Ivan Sergeyevich was no more. ■■■; 

During Turgenev’s illness my father was fuU of the Warmest',; 
sympathy for him and when he died he felt Ms loss .deepljiVAJot- ;; 
withstanding his dislikes of public appearances/ he then: decked, ' 
to read a paper on Turgenev at the Society of Loyers of. Russian ...., 
Literature.- .. .'.•’V;-//-. 

I remember how warmly my father spoke of Turgehey 'in those , ;' 
days; how he re-read ah. his works and wished to treriiembBr :;; 
kindly his elder fellow-writer and point out •Hs ‘sigruficahce.^:v 
literature. It is common knowledge that the authorities preyehted ,;; 
him from doing this. However, his conscience : could rest in;.; 
peace. In the last years of Turgenev’s life he had done eyeryhurig 
possible to erase the memory of the dark' shadow that had, atphe;’; 
time fallen between them. 
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Sergey Ivanovitch Taneyev 


I DO not know for certain when and how our family’s acquain- 
tance with Sergey Ivanovich Taneyev originated. It was probably 
through my sister Tatiana who knew some friends of his that we 
-met Taneyev. 

Taneyev kept a diary from December 1894 until 1909. This 
diary, can be used as a source of good factual material for his 
biography and the history of musical life in Moscow during these 
years, but only as factual material. In the foreward to his new 
diary which he began in 1911 and later continued, Taneyev 
wrote i Thus, in my diaries, I have restricted myself to facts ... I 
avoided mentioning my feelings because each time earlier letters 
of mine fell into my hands, letters containing lyrical passages, 
I began to feel embarrassed ... I found it unpleasant to imagine 
myself being stirred by feelings I did not experience any longer.’ 
Taneyev did not enter only important events in his diary, but 
t^or details as well; when he got up in the morning, what he 
wrote or played, who had visited him, where he had been, what 
he had bought, who was his doctor and what treatment he had 
ordered, etc. Unfortunately, part of his diary for 1895 was written 
in Esperanto which is incomprehensible to many. A truthful and 
tidy person, he wrote precisely and in detail. His entries during his 
visits at Jassnaia PoUana are more interesting as material for a 
' biography of Tolstoy than as a picture of himself. He wrote down 
conscientiously and fairly accurately what Tolstoy said, but made 
few entries concerning his attitude to Tolstoy’s opinions and his 
own replies and objections to what Tolstoy said. 

During the first half of the nineties, Taneyev began to visit 
us in our Moscow house on ISJbatttovmeheskij pereulok (now Lev 
Tolstoy Street) and in the spring of 1 8 9 5 my mother invited him to 
Spend the summer in Jassnaia Poliana. He would not agree to live 
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there as a visitor without paying and insisted that she fix a charge 
for his rooms and food. She mentioned a nominal sum; he, 
however, as a conscientious person, considered that it was too low. 
They bargained and in the end still settled on the small sum of 1 25 
roubles for the whole summer. 

Taneyev spent the following periods at Jassnaia Poliana: in 
1895 from June 3rd to August 29th; in 1896 from May 19th to 
August 1st and a few days in September. After that he came only 
for short visits — in June 1897 for two days and in July of the 
same year (from 5th-i3th), in August 1898, in June 1899 and, 
after a long interval, in February 1906 and in February 1908. 

When my parents lived in Moscow (until 1902) he often came 
there; he also visited my mother when she used to come to 
Moscow after 1902. 

In 1895 and 1896 he settled with his old nurse Pelageya in 
the annexe at Jassnaia Poliana and brought his upright piano. 
Sergey Ivanovich would get up at seven or eight, Pelageya would 
prepare his tea and breakfast, after which he would sit down to 
work. He either wrote his Invertible Counterpoint and Canon and 
liis compositions or practised on his piano and worked with 
liis pupil Yusha Pomerantsev, who lived with him for a time. At 
about noon he would go out for a walk and a bathe in the river, a 
mile away from the house. He then went to dinner. At that 
time dinner in Jassnaia Poliana was at two, we drank tea at five 
and had our supper at nine. He would spend the time between 
dinner and supper in various ways : at his piano, going for walks, 
playing tenrds, or studying Italian with my sisters. He readily 
took part in the young people’s amusements: tennis, cycling, 
playing games, bathing; but he was heavy and clumsy and would 
soon get exhausted. It took him a long time to learn how to ride 
a bicycle; this explains why later on, in 1899, he fell ofi his 
bicycle and seriously injured his leg. 

In the evenings he came to supper and tea with the rest 
of us in the drawing-room or on tire terrace. My fatlier liked 
him, they talked and played chess and my father listened to liim 
playing Ae piano. During these games of chess somebody would 
read aloud from different books, mostly those recommended by 
Lev Nikolayevich. Most frequently thek conversations touched 
upon the meaning of art, which occupied my father at that 
time. 
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Taneyev’s entty itt his diary about a conversation -which took 
place on August 9th, 1893, between hiin, 'Tolstoy and Strakhov, 
then on a visit to Jassnaia Poliana, is iUuminating. Here ate 
extracts from this entry: 

‘Lev Nikolayevich said that '“he still could not decide what 
art really was, and what place it should have in a man’s life.” 
Strakhov gave the following definition of art: “ Art is a means for 
the expression of a person’s feelings and moods, not in an 
abstract but in a concrete and graphic manner ...” Tolstoy said 
that he would like to see a definition of art which would draw a 
border-line between artistic and inartistic works. I said that it 
was hardly possible to expect a definition of such a border-line 
in the same way as it was impossible to draw a border-line between 
animals and plants, though no one would hesitate to differentiate 
between a plant and an animal. Tolstoy said that there was a 
feature distinguishing an animal from a plant, for instance, the 
ability to move. I replied to this that tliere were animals deprived 
of this ability and that there were plants which could move. 
Tolstoy said that questions concerning the development and 
history of art did not interest him as much as die question of art 
from the moral point of -view. He said: “ I would like to know 
whether art is necessary in a man’s life. If this is so, then why do 
the majority of people live apart from art? Is art worth the 
sacrifices spent on it? Is it necessary to go on torturing tens of 
thousands of people in factories, take away the last mite from 
people tilling the soil, so as to make it possible for girl-students at 
a conservatoire to play the piano for eight hours a day, to build 
theatres for the performance of Wagner’s operas, compel hair- 
dressers who consider themselves artists also to work for singers, 
etc. ? Can it be considered as normal tiiat works of art should be 
only accessible to a small number of rich people and that a 
special tra inin g is requited to understand them ?”.’ 

Taneyev did not write dowti what his own reaction was, to 
these words of Tolstoy’s; apparently he did not agree with him 
but probably kept silent. ' 

During a conversation -with Stassov some of Taneyev’s views 
on musical form are brought to light. 

‘ ‘ I went to -the Tolstoy’s. My conversation with Stassov was 
very entertaining. He said that the eyes of Madonnas should be 
pierced, that Raphael was gifted but wasted his talent on trifles. 
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tbat he placed Beethoven higher than any other composer but 
that, unfortunately, he wrote compositions that had a shape and 
obeyed stupid laws, as, for instance, when he ended his composi- 
tion in tile same key in which he had started it, wrote symphonies 
in four parts, etc. I replied that the form of a symphony was the 
same as that of a sonata or a quartet, that there were sonatas 
consisting of two parts (the E minor) and quartets consisting of 
five or more, that a form for fantasias had existed long ago and that 
Beethoven deviated from established forms when he considered it 
necessary to do so. It was very difficult to put a word in whilst 
Stassov was speaking. I said to him: “ Let us elect Lev Nikolaye- 
vich chairman He agreed. Tolstoy tapped his glass and said 
that it was my turn to speak, Stassov immediately began to speak 
very loudly. I began to laugh and so did Tolstoy and Sofia 
Andreyevna. Tolstoy said that he agreed with most of what 
Stassov had said, that one should not conform to established 
forms, that form lilce clothing must sometimes burst at the seams. 
To justify existing forms I explained the worldng out of a form for 
the allegro of a sonata and said that this was not done arbitrarily. 
Some artists create by obeying their inner feelings, but it turns 
out in the end that willy-nilly they have to join the existing trend 
and participate in the working out of musical language. 

^ On March 29th ... at the end of brealcfast we continued our 
conversation of the previous day. Tolstoy expounded a thought 
with which both I and Sergey Lvovich disagreed; he said that if a 
work of art is liked by some and disliked by others it means that 
it is worthless, because a real work of art must be appreciated 
by everybody, just as all people agree that fresh air is better than 
a poisonous one, that man needs food and that good deeds are 
praiseworthy.’ 

In Jassnaia Poliana Sergey Ivanovich played the piano nearly 
every evening. I remember him playing Mozart’s rondo in A flat, 
Beethoven’s sonatas, in A flat major with the funeral march, 
A flat major Op. no, and in E minor: the quasi fantasia and 
appassionata, small pieces by Schubert, Schumann, Chopin and 
Mendelssohn, the overture from Der 'FreischiUs^ in Liszt’s arrange- 
ment, the duet from Romo and Juliet by Tchaikovsky, Arensky’s 
Basso Ostinato and Romance > parts from his opera Orestea, and others. 
Naturally he mostly played what Tolstoy liked, or the pieces that 
he wanted him to hear, including his own compositions or those ' 
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by^iWagner or. TcKiwkovskyl. H^ my father did not very 

;muchy;,hke' vTchdkoysky. . Sometimes -Sergey Ivanovich ' even 
; prac(dsed specially the pieces my father praised. Thus, for instance, 
iny' fatlief . pnce.pfaifod Schumann’s nocturne Noi 4 which he had 
heard me. 'play.' T&eyev, who had not played this piece before, 
..practised, and played not only this one but aU four nocturnes. He 
jplaycd,' 'of ; course,', always from’ memory^ played simply and 
^y/idfouT affectation;, his phrasing was clear and impressive; he 
played ' at the/right tempo, not carried away by speed as rnany 
piariists'. are; -and showed strength where it was heeded. 

Hiaaim was .to convey correcdy the intentions of the composer. 
His .perfotmahce of .Beethoven and Bach, , never dry or pedantic, 
;was;p,aftiqiiarly fine and accurate, I remember his magnificent arid 
.energetic interpretation of the overture to Der Freischu'^ in 
Tiszt’s 'Mrangement, However, he was not always so successful: 
Ghopin/vrifo the exception of the polonaises (A flat major and F 
sharp inioot) Racked colour in his execution, t--. 

. Oh-’ the,. whole . his touch was rather heavy; he liked to bring 
.out the . lower -arid iniddle notes, and it sometimes seemed' to me 
;diaf his Idfth^d struck the keys more strongly than the right one.- 
He^was alWays, serious about his playing and riever perforrried 
riegligendy : ;he ^as entirely submerged in the music. I remember; 
his eyes during his playing, thoughtful, concentrated and .with an . 
inyarddook." When he was ’ asked to execute a . piece he. had . hbt; 
played. for :ri: long' time . he would say:-' ‘ I shall play this'for you- 
tpriiprrovrj’/afld the next day in the afternoon he would-. practice 
the -piece m to play it properly at mght to iris _ 

audiericeAv-.-f 

. .y- Orie riftembbri ..r looked in bn him arid fouriri;;hina . playing' 
.Schubyf s;hfowe«f flat major in p'reparatibri'.fbr .the 

evemng.'-He . said : ‘ ;I - am just wondering' whefoer ; .to ^'stress .the . 
tirirdibeat ipf a ; batj ■ father than the fest one ?'’■ so;)pririctiiipusly . 
did, he Consider his phfa^g.';' -• 

' -My ' ;father.\erijpyed' listening -, to Sergey ..lyariovich’s-; music,' 
thankedilrim fpr playing and expressed his. ppinibri on the. pieces,' 
perfprnied ; he praised Mozart, ' Schubert - and . Ghbpin, .abused ' 
britidsed Beefooveri.butienjpyeci him iat:the same "time;" 
He' did 'riot hke/Taneyevk’ compositions hut.'did 'rintidi him' thi s. 

.Sbfgey Jvanbyich erij byed' playing chess but -he .was 'npt ;a;gbbd; 
playenr Af ; 'jaynda pbliaria ..he; played; ri^flyV. every; , day iwith ' 



TOLSTOY REMEMBERED BY HIS SON 

Tolstoy. My father was somewhat better than he, hut played 
carelessly and took risks, thereby freq[uently losing the game. 
On June 6th, 1896, Taneyev noted that he had lost five games at a 
stretch after which Tolstoy gave him a knight. Without the 
Icnight, however, Tolstoy began to lose and soon the handicap was 
removed and the Icnight back in his position. They had agreed to 
play matches; the winner of the first five games was regarded as 
having won tlie match. They arranged that if Sergey Ivanovich 
lost the match he was to play pieces chosen by Tolstoy and 
if Tolstoy lost, he was to read aloud sometliing from his own 
works. 

During his stay witli us Taneyev wrote three pieces specially 
for Jassnaia Poliana, namely a serenade, a barcarolle (Verne at 
Night) and variations on Triquet’s song in Eugene Onegin^ apart 
from his serious compositions — a quartet, a symphony — and his 
scoring of Tchaikovsky’s quartet, etc. 

The three pieces had a part for a mandoline played at that time 
by my sister Tatiana. 

In my reminiscences of Taneyev I cannot but mention his 
relationship to my mother. On February 23 rd, 1895, her youngest 
and most beloved son, seven-year-old Vanechka, died, and the 
hysteria to which she had been prone earlier became more acute. 
Music had a soothing effect on her nerves and distracted her from 
her grief, and she tranferred to Taneyev the effect of the music 
he played to her. This explains her unhealthy infatuation with 
his person and his music. She used every available opportunity 
to see him and listen to his music. Such an extreme infatuation 
in a woman between fifty and sixty years of age for a man who 
had no particular feelings for her cannot be described as normal. 
She herself was conscious of this. I can speak of this passion of my 
mother’s without concealing anything, as there is nothing to 
conceal. She herself spoke of it to her daughter Tatiana several 
days before her death. Neither I nor my sisters and brothers ever 
doubted that my mother spoke the truth and tliat in the relation- 
ship between her and Taneyev there had never been a ^ handshake 
which could not have taken place openly but tins infatuation of 
hers pained us, particularly, because it upset my father. 

For a long time Taneyev was not aware of Sofia Andreyevna’s 
abnormal partiality for him and, probably, assumed that she was 
attracted only by the pianist and the composer. I do not know 
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when he realised the truth but he could no longer remain in doubt 
about it when in 1904 he received from her an * absurd letter ’ as 
he called it in his diary^ this letter has not been found, for he 
probably destroyed it. A certain idea of it can be gained from the 
following letters which demonstrate his good manners, restraint 
and reserve. He wrote: 

' Esteemed Sofia Andreyevna, 

Kindly excuse me for failing to call on you today. The 
reason for this is that I have not yet replied to your letter sent 
to me after Nikish’s concert and have not given you the 
explanations wliich you so insistently demanded. As I have 
not yet expressed my opinion on the questions raised by you, 
I do not consider it proper or right to be your guest. This 
had not occurred to me at the concert last night, but on my 
return home it became qrdte clear to me. To justify my delay 
I can say that as soon as I received your letter I began to 
put down my explanations in writing, but, having heard 
from you that you do not wish the letter to be addressed 
cither to your address in Moscow or to Jassnaia Poliana I 
then refrained from continuing. At present I definitely 
cannot resume my letter for lack of time. I beg you once 
more to accept my apologies and my assurances of profound 
^ respect, and my readiness to be of service to you. 

S. TANEYEV.’ 

Two days later, on November 17th, 1904, Taneyev wrote: 

‘ Esteemed Sofia Andreyevna, 

^ If it had been only a matter of explaining why I left the 
hall during the interval and why, during the next part, I gave 
up my seat to somebody else, it would be easy for me to reply 
by, say, pointing out that everybody present at a concert can 
enjoy the unrestricted right of giving up bis seat as well as 
leaviog the hall in the interval. However, the questions raised 
by you in your letter involve such a number of facts, 
relationships and misunderstandings as to make me in- 
competent to act as you wish and give you simple explana- 
tions, verbal or in writing. I feel it would be a real task which 
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woxild tequke time to ’psreigh and to tbink over every 
expression and every word. At present, however, for various 
reasons — ^including material ones — I cannot interrupt the 
work I am engaged upon for several days. Therefore I again 
beg you to excuse me and to accept the assurance of profound 
respect from your sincerely devoted, 

S. TANEYEV.’ 

Apparently Sergey Ivanovich never wrote the letter which 
required time, but after this episode he began to see less of 
Sofia Andreyevna. However, he paid two more visits to Jassnaia 
Poliana; I think that he was urged to do so by his desire to see 
Tolstoy. 

Taneyev’s attitude to Tolstoy had always been one of profound 
respect and great liking. 

This was noticeable in spite of his reserve. Tolstoy’s influence 
on him was expressed among other things by Ms drawing up of a 
synopsis of 'an article on art and Ms taking part in producing a 
vegetarian calendar. 

In August 1898 he wrote to Sofia Andreyevna on the occasion 
of Tolstoy’s seventieth birthday: ' 

' I beg you to convey to Lev Nikolayevich my warmest 
greetings. I am grateful to Mm for much that I have acquired 
from Ms works and from my personal contacts with him. 
There is no need to be a follower of Lev Nikolayevich to 
experience the influence of Ms lucid, simple and vital ideas 
which, once they have penetrated your soul, remain there 
most persistently and sometimes cause no little disqMet 
to a man, by making denmids on Mm wMch exceed his 
powers.’ 

What was Tolstoy’s attitude to him? Tolstoy was always very 
polite to him, only sometimes it seemed to me that tMs politeness 
was forced; as we have seen he played chess with him, listened 
to Ms music and talked with him a great deal. He never blamed 
Taneyev for Sofia Andreyevna’s infatuation and understood the 
abnormality of the situation. However, it upset him very much 
and it was only with the passage of time that he could, treat 
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Sergey Ivanovich with equanimity.^ Here are two of his remarks 
about Taneyev; the first is unjust in my view — ^it is an entry in his 
diary of May z8th, 1896, when Tolstoy suffered acutely firom this 
unfortunate infatuation of Sofia Andreyevna: ‘At home . . . 
Taneyev . . . annoys me by his moral complacency and — ^it seems 
funny to say it — aesthetic (genuine, not superficial) stupidity, as 
well as his coq dit village^ position in our house. It is a test for me: 
I am ttying not to fail.’ His second remark was made by him in 
June, 1904: ‘ I Icnow two musicians who have had no schooling 
but who are nevertheless well educated people, with whom you 
can talk on any subject as they know everything — they are G. 
(Goldenveiser) and Sergey Ivanovich Taneyev.’ 

I now turn to what I remember of my own encounters and 
conversations with Taneyev. In 1895-96, when he lived in Jassnaia 
Poliana, I was there several times, talked to him, walked and 
bathed with him, played tennis and chess and listened to liim at the 
piano. In Moscow I met him in our house, at concerts and at the 
Library for the Theory of Music, and several times visited him at 
his various homes. 

During the second half of tlie nineties, I started studying 
composition and looked to Taneyev for advice, showing him my 
immature attempts. On March 3rd, 1895, he entered in his diary: 
‘ Sergey Lvovich was here, brought me three songs which are not 
badly written.’ I remember that he passed strict judgment on my 

*In the Ir^vestiya of July rzth, 1959, a feuilleton by N. Rostov 
appeared, called ‘ New Texts on L. N. Tolstoy,’ in which the author 
‘ discovered ’ that the reason for Tolstoy leaving Jassnaia Poliana 
in 1910 was Sofia Andreyevna’s infatuation for Taneyev. This is 
incorrect. True, in 1897, Lev Nikolayevich was tormented by tins 
infatuation and wrote to Sofia Andreyevna that he intended to leave 
her. But at that time he did not carry out his intention. Later, from 
1901 on, when his family no longer spent the winters in Moscow and 
finally settled in Jassnaia Poliana, Sofia Andreyevna saw Taneyev 
only during her infrequent trips to Moscow and Taneyev visited 
Jassnaia Poliana for a short rime in February 1906 and February 1908. 
Sofia Andreyevna’s infatuation cooled off. The complicated circumstan- 
ces whichmoved Leo Nikolayevich in 1910 to leave Jassnaia have now 
been sufficiently clarified. Nothing has remained unsaid in aU the 
literature on Tolstoy and there is no support in them for N. Rostov’s 
‘ discovery ’. 

f General favourite. 
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attempts but asked me about an unusual harmonic iprogreSsion: i 
‘Did you write this 5fourself? Did anybody, sho w ' you this- 
succession ? ’ k .. • • 

I said that nobody had shown me anything; he was surprised- 
that I had thought of it myself. . ? ; „ - 

On March rath, 1896, he made die following entry in hiis diary: 
‘Examined Sergey Lvotdch on harmony.’ I remember that he - 
then said to me; ‘ Hatmom'se a chromatic scale.’ It is weli-knowU ^ 
that a chromatic scale can be harmonised in different ways, 1 
do not remember which harmonic series I played to -him/ btit I" 
remember that he did not approve of it. ; 

Taneyev admitted diat I had a certain gift for music and told 
my motiier diis, but he warned me: ‘ You want to compose right ■ 
away. No, you must attend a course, study counterpoint -and: 
canon, master the C clef and write without playing.’ He. advised ' 
me to study musical dictation with Professor Morozov of the: 
Conservatoire. / ^ ^ 

In 1899 Taneyw, knovting diat I spoke English , and that I was ; 
acquainted with die theory of music, suggested that I , should 
translate from the English E. Prout’s hinsical Fom, wliich i'did.- 
In the nineties I once showed Taneyev two pieces for the. piano : 
by Caesar Franck which had been sent to me from: France:;; 
Frelude, Choral and Fugue, and Frelude, Aria and Finale. I was siir- :, 
prised that Taneyev did not know themi He glanced at the.&gue 
and said, ‘This man could truly write music.’ Later he.. got to 
know the compositions of Caesar Franck whose style was dose to 
his own, but I do not think that Franck had any influence on him. 

Once I told Taneyev the following storyL On one .occasion 
Anton Rubinstein was invited to a musical evening. Taking off 
his coat in the hall he saw a score sticking out of die pocket of . 
another overcoat. He took it out, glanced at it and put it back; 
During the evening the host asked Rubinstein to play. Rubiristeih ; 
sat down at the piano and played die score he had just glanded at - : 
in the haU and had already memorised. This was a new piece 
which the weU-knowh musidan Kontsidy.had brought with hini : 
with die intention of playing it at the party/ Rubinstein’s trick 
offended him, deeply. . ■ . '/y 

In reply to my story^.’ Taneyev said:.' This is, not so difficult. , I.,;, 
believe that I, too, coiild.play a short piece, having merely looked 
at it. Give me a piece which I do not loiow.’ I brought hiin a piece ^ 

. .: .18.6 





Chaminade. He glanced 
':idirqugii'i&e^&st:,p%e: and . in ja'. few minutes played, it without 
flQdkitt^;at tKe.sc6re and ydth , only one insignificant inaccuracy. 
A r Saiabin’s music though the latter was his 

;puph. dt ws said ha^dng'.listened to Promihm he said about 
ithejastphord pft^ the music will begin’. It is 

'y’^yi-knb'wd tiia^ consists of discords .except for the last 

'xhdrdwhich'isjatn ; 

OncC . at a concert of Scriabin’s music played by the composer 
d "sat next -to. Tane^^ .When Scriabin had finished playing his 
.preludh in;D;.major (from 14 Op. 11) Taneyev turned to me and 
";Said> ‘..HOwwell he plays ! ’ He was impartial and praised whatever 
ih.Hsdpihioh'deserved praise. 

;:4y&.i^P9ii'^as:awarded the prize of the ‘ House of Song’ for 
, hMmohisihg . ten: Scdttish songs. These ten songs and another 
' s'eveh?were published by the Russian Pubhshing House of Music. 
-T^eyey. was interested in , my adaptation^ came to see me , in 
.Moscow and he and f played these songs, I, the piano part and he, 
dhdVdice.patt-iqn'a .small harmonium. On .the whole he approved 
.;i)f rhy,%orkL';;v;t^t\A . 

;A>'";I,^dp,m6,tremem when, and how the famous sLoger M. N. 
‘jvlurbmtseya produced the one-act play The Tittk Haydn. In this 
■play;th,e rnhsic.dieorist Porpora, with whom little Haydn lived as a 
^:,semht,Pc^rned'hprne one day. to hear Haydn taking advantage 
"of - lus'' absent on the harpsichord. Amazed .by 

jiheboy’s'-talenph^^ teach, him music from then on.,, ■ 

in as a boarder his ve^ gifted 
.pupillCob'i^hilaeyi I said.to him then: 

>;fA\VI beari; Sergey you have taken a little . Haydn 

j intb yphf .pouse'.’ 'x , ..A ’ 


AAAHe;peplie^; ; to hurt me by insinuating that. I , 
::am nob Haydn bu^ Porpora. -But you have, not succeeded. I.don’t 
Adreani pf.bein"g;,aHaydh,';I ;d of being precisely a Porpora.’ 
AHp apparentlyyaiued his .theoretical and pedagogical work-higher 
;;thtmhis,vComp6sitioM^ , 

:l;A l:.was a menaber- of the'S^ the Theory of, Music. During,'. . 

■.;^lQ7^t,'decadeApf the -tw centur3n,.,the,;members;.6f . the. 
;A^°W^Tpsed:.tpA-meet;.m.,the-^ large. soundA ^ 

,.Ptbbfed;rpbni;,wit^^ round : the -.yralls- and two .grand' . 

iPfahos.,: ;j|hj ,diis;;';fodm;:Apapers,Awere ■ tead .and. ''musical,^; works. 
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particularly old ones, ^performed and lehearsed.; ^ariods 'mustol 
problems were also discussed and conversations tooEplicd.- QB^ 
of the days of the week, I think it waS .Friday, wak devoted to a • ' 
social gathering of the members accompamed by tea-dripldng 
it had been decided not to play the piano after' :'nihe p’^d^^ 
those days. On one such day I came io the -hbraiy/dnd^fdiHid''^ 
Taneyev playing Bach’s fugues for organ Oh tiae,pk^ 
organ point was played on the other piano by’ 'the piahist^ 
lovski. Nine o’clock had struck long ago but- ^ 
Bogoslovsld continued playing. Taneyev had, , probably, forgotten;.' 
the rule not to play after nine. The members present were 
happy about this: the opportunity seldom' atosb of hstenmg tdrihe; 
organ fugues by Bach, particularly so weU nxechted. -.fdoweyer; \ 
Taneyev’s friend, V. Bulychev, thought - ptheivi^isei r He-! i^a 
drinking tea and began dehberately to tap his glashwith his;spboh,^, 
during the performance. Taneyev, having finished .the 'fugues 
asked him: ‘Why, Vyacheslav Aleksandrovich,, are ’you. inter-,, 
fering with our playing? ’ Bulychev rephed: ' Because it ik-pisti^ 
nine o’clock and we had all decided to have no rnhsic after hirie.’ -; 

Taneyev did not reply but notwithstanding aU - the, requests,: .: 
to continue firmly refused to do so. He was pot hnrt 'him^^ 
but many members of the society were offended; pn 'hikbehalf. '. 
An extraordinary meeting of the society was caUed, at :which -a > 
motion was tabled to reprimand Bulychev publicly for'his.kcddii; 
Taneyev, however, insisted that the matter be cipsed.'\^;;.'^i,ikr-y.'' 

In the winter of 1913-14 an interesting, and gifted . Indian ,' 
musician — Inayat Khan — ^raade his appearance in Mpscow.He and ! ; 
three of his friends — also Indians-— played and' sang^' first .'at- diey 
cafe-chantant Maxim and later at two or three; cdhceits ■ in 
Polytechnic Museum. 

The singing of the three Indies Was -accompatded,.6h;a i 
(a plucked instrument something between a Tgmtaf : and a;, sth 
haip) a stringed, instrument something ,likp a: .vioi%-;and'a: smaU - 

drum. These instruments/ sounded thin: they,: only :dbnble 4 t^e/;, 

tune on a monotonous organ 'point. Inayat - fehan,, ithereforep? 
decided to accompany his melpdies’wifh Eutpiiean harmony ph.the ; 
theme of the well-known ancient::;Indiah”.ppera; 

Kalidas. He, composed ^a ‘ sketch;’ . where .they h(kpiae |Way;.t^^^^^^^ 
be a. ■ dancer ;and the nfusic , was to; ; cpnsist ' of, Indiah y thelp^es ;; 
•accompanied by an. orchestra. He asked: Tanevev , to harmonise ,an 4 ; 
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prcBestrate 'liie tunes. Taneyev refused . ..suggested ; that . 

Grechaninov .do it. Grechanmov also refused ; then Tandyev 
■Offered ine the work. I tackled.it gladly, huh not_.being . sure of 
myself,. particularly as regards orchestration ,- 1 asked Y. I. -Pol to 
.cd-.ope±ate with me. In the end seventeen of InayatvKh^’s 
mdodies were harmonised by the two of us.- Pol also scored them 
'for af small -orchestra. Unfortunately Inayat Khan was unable .to 
produce -his .‘ sketch ’. The piano version of his melodies in -our - 
adaptation was published and they were twice performed by. an 
orchestra at the Sokolniki Circle. 

.’I .was in Jassnaia PoUana in February 1906 when Taneyev 
spent, two days there. He played a great, deal. A. B. Goldenveiser 
was also there; on two pianos they played Beethoven’s concerto 
Ho. 4, Schumann’s concerto and a suite by Arensky. They talked 
with Tolstoy mosdy about the texts printed by him in the Reading 
-Circle; It was then that Taneyev persuaded Tolstoy to play a 
waltz he was supposed to have composed. My father, pkyed.it 
. twice and Taneyev very quickly wrote it down; it was published 
in jijxzhx the Tolstoyan Yearly 'Rieviem. 

; .in conclusion I would like to say a few words on my own im- 
pression of Taneyev.. Sergey Ivanovich was a kindf intelligent, 
witty/niodest, extremely conscientious— -even :pedaritically tnithfol 
man, , naive in matters of everyday life.. His kindness . and self- . 
lessness -were well-lmown to his pupils^ whom-he helped hot only 
by his -knowledge but also materially, though hdt . a-Tich .man 
hirhself. Jn his youth he had not received much. general education 
.of Ae kind acquired at school, as, at an early age, .Re. had. dedi- 
cated .'lumself to music; he had always tried ..'to -improve his 
education; -be read a great deal, was interested -in - philbsophy, . 
knew.German and French, had learned Italian and at one, time took, 
.up an -international language, Esperanto, whichhecould not only ■ 
read and write but even speak. His way of life; was ;modest. He ' 
did not drink and. neither played cards nor.-smoked;; He did not 
,.like=people, to. smoke in his presence. At his . apartment. he . vp-ould 
send the smokers off to the kitchen and fell them to;. esRale tlieir 
smoke: into -the ventiktor. He was of a. cheerful 'dispositionr^ 
laughter was infectious — and. he enjoyed .wit. Here ;ls;an example; ' 
y.of : his:,j pkes . r One day, when he , was -busy witii': an; urgent:;biCof 
Avqrk-’and: did. not :wish to be .disturbed Re 'Hung,; on -_his 'dbpr - 
,fhe, notice .‘.No entry ’; the would-be, pallef,-; presuming .that 
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door was closed for some particular reason, possibly repairs, 
went to the back door only to find another notice proclaiming 
that here, too, there was no entry. 

Once Taneyev left the Conservatoire with the singer Litvin 
with whom he was going further; they called a sleigh and Litvin 
got in. As she was very stout she occupied the entire seat, Tane- 
yev, himself a stoutish man, walked twice round the sleigh and, 
finding no room to sit, asked her: ‘ On which side are you sitting 
— ^the right or the left? ’ 

I remember, too, some of his funny aphorisms, like: ‘ No good 
action goes unpunished ’, ‘ Never do that which can be done for 
you by somebody else 

Sergey Ivanovich’s exceptional gift for music is well-known. 
He possessed perfect pitch. Once, at Jassnaia Poliana, we made 
the following experiment; six or seven notes were struck simul- 
taneously on the piano, not in a certain order but quite hap- 
hazardly, and he was asked to name them. He did so without 
looking and made no mistake. It is known that he sometimes went 
to compose at monasteries where there were no musical instruments. 
He possessed a phenomenal memory, learned pieces easily by heart 
and remembered them for a long time. At one time he dreamed of 
learning by heart everything that existed in the way of outstanding 
piano music. He read scores with amazing speed, ease and precision. 

He felt no embarrassment in expressing his sometimes very 
harsh views of contemporary composers and performers. In this 
respect he was justly called ‘ the Musical conscience of Moscow 
As regards different composers he had definite likes and dislikes. 
He liked the old ‘ polyphonists the classics, particularly Mozart 
and die Romantics; he appreciated Wagner and cherished with 
special piety the music of his master, Tchaikovsky, whom he 
never called otiierwise than Petr Ilyich. He praised Arensky and 
Rachmaninov but he disapproved of the ‘ innovators ’ because 
they disregarded the rules of harmony. He said diat in the world 
of sound there exist immutable, eternal laws which cannot be 
broken with impunity. Some of these laws he expounded in his 
treatise Invertible Counterpoint and Canon in which he explains this 
rather specialised province of music. 

Taneyev’s compositions are not likely to appeal to the general 
public, though in some of his works he has reached considerable 
heights. 


190 



Qhapter /. 


^^advMfG Gfierthoui' 



VLAptMiR Chertkov, like Aldbiades, was rich and aristocratic. 
Tall, slim; and handsome, with an aquiline nose, he looked, ^in' 
youth, ;most effective in the uniform of the Horse Guards., The; 
Cherticoys helonged to the highest Petersburg society, which , 
provided aide-de-camps to the Tsar, adjutant-generals, goyemoirf, 

. generals, and such like. The father of Vladimir Ch^fkov had been . 
adjutant-general to Alexander H and Alexander III. His mother 
also belonged to an aristocratic family and was on close terms with. , ,• 
the Empress Maria Fedorovna. 

; During his servicein the Horse Guards, Vladhuir, by his own . ' 
admission, led a;disfolute life, indulging in drink, g^bUng and , 

• disripatidn. ' However, in time this life became repugnant .to him' 
and he. and a few of his friends decided ,to' turn to more um . . 
selfish and more us^l activities. He resigned from his regimeht, . 
and ori the advice of his friend Pisarev, occupied himself with local 
: government activities and charitable works. He founded a trade,- ' 
school, a . surgery, ,a credit-and-savings company and othef ' 
.organisations on the Chertkov estate. This, however, - gave;, him 
little satisfaction. At that time he was ardently , and- sincerely 
.seeking some faith.and activity to, which he could surrender , :him-, ; - 
selfj 'entirdy. ; A man witli a strong will and very ambitious,- he ^ 
needed , tlie ldnd of activity that would accord '-wtii his convictions 
‘andj.at tiie same, time, allow him to play an outstanding; pafti . 

; He had^howeyer/not-yet clarified his,,convicti6ns.,.;:;-l ' 
; ■ ^Chertkov’smothef was a follower of the evangelid. teachings bf ‘ ‘ 
= Radst6ck.;;VIadindr considered himself .to.;be a.Ghristian'fbtttihe,; 
■'was'Aot.entifel^^ m= the- orthodox 'faith. iRadstocltism,y 

too/ did 'not satisfy- hirn. A disappointed man; d ;tlie ■ cross^f oads^ ' f 
- stiU.seelting; a purpose. fot/'yluch'.t^^ live md 'wpiki;he,met',:and';'; 

fm^ufriendsi-withmyTatiid who had;edfhef ,6n-als6v®^^^ 
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cross-roads, had also been Tormented hy'doubts aad^had at'lasl-^ 
worked out a faith which he was 'tryirig to apply to' Hfel .v 
My father welcomed Vladimir with great' warrritti andVsbon a; 
dose friendship sprang up between ihem^My fathied^^ 
with touching tenderness. Many ' times^ h about' ^ 

affection for him; On April 6th i884,.after Chei&oy had'v^^^^^ 
him, he wrote in his diary: ‘ He and I are dnaeingly 
In the following lines I shaU attempt-itbj eluddate fh^^feasb^^ 
for this exceptional feeling of my father’s ’ for Chertkb^^^^ 

In the first place my fadier had been very lonely .thrbughdut , 
his life. He had lost his patents at an early age. - Consciously as ' 
well as unconsdously he was on the look-out. for, sOrneohe wi^^^ 
whom he could be quite frank, of whom he tould be fohd'and who 
would redprocate the feeling. His elder brother,' Nikolai 
ded in part to this need, but he was a brother; not the friend Of 
whom he had dreamed, and when Nikolai died- liri ; i860' dy^ 
father felt his loneliness more acutely. He married in i86zV;ffi 
wife, family and children smOthered his lOhgihg fpr h. 'to 
towards the end of the eighties family Ufe nd longer saHsfied him;';, 
and it was at that time that his discord with Ms wifeVsef m^ 
need for friendsMp arose more strongly than evef. It waShftluk,,; 
moment that he and Chertkov caine closer' together. -Thbifr'first 
meeting took place in Odober ’1883. y :• 

The second reason for my father’s and Chertkov’s drawing? 
close together was some traits in Chertkov’s naMfe: Ms cohtendpt 
of public opinion, Ms daring independence 'towards Vthqse . in ', 
authority, Ms readiness to suffer for Ms convidiohs ’andfpadicu-::, 
iarly, Ms perseverance in acMeving Ms''plahs..My;fathd,,paid..np;: 
attention to the defects in Ms character? - ' 

Two sharply contrasting moods would alternate. 'm Che Aoy,:- 
the one — gloomy and irritable- .the other— animated: Md;res^ 
When influenced by the first":he ?would be vunp|easant,;u^ 
even rude; but when the second mood .came - over Mm, , he 
good-natured and -wbuld-.beg.people toTdrget harsh t^gyhe.^ 
said to them in Ms black daysi;';-' ?.;; ■ V- , ?; 

The tMrd reason for my Mther’s &iendsMp 'with jGheitkq'yjwas " 
the latter’s break -wMi. Mgh fodety in Petersburg.vMy fafoer 
niingled M .it in foe fifoes. -As aiman- who^^a^ 
thoughts freely and ' who ; favoured independence,' ;he 'c 6 id 4 .b 9 ^.' 

cdme to terins with a society wMch constan.dy kept ap e 
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conductor’s baton from the Tsar’s palace. Chertkov, a notable 
representative of this society, had renounced it, thus sacrificing 
to his convictions all the privileges he might have enjoyed there. 
My father valued this sacrifice very highly. 

In the eighties Chertkov was still on friendly terms with our 
family, including my mother, and we all, especially my sisters 
returned his feelings. 

In 1 884 my father planned to provide the working people with a 
serious range of popular literature and to replace inferior pub- 
Ucations by good books, pamphlets and pictures at a low price. 
Until then ignorant publishers had issued hundreds of thousands 
of cheap books and pictures written by authors for a song and 
painted by artists of no education whatsoever; these publications 
were spread throughout Russia by hawkers. I remember my father 
asking us one day; ‘ Wlio is the most widely read author in 
Russia? ’’and he replied to the question himself: ‘Kassirov’. 
None of those present had ever heard the name. Kassirov (the 
pen-name of Ivin) was the author of many popular stories of 
inferior quality like The English Lord George, The 'Battle of the 
Bussians against the Cabardinians, Yeruslan Lazarevich, and odiers. 

My father suggested that Chertkov should take over the 
management of ^s new publishing house. Chertkov undertook 
the task enthusiastically. My father was encouraged to write 
popular stories for the new undertaking. Chertkov was chief 
editor until 1893. From then on his activities acquired a different 
character. Under Tolstoy’s influence be began to collect data on 
sectarians, plead for them and help them. In this sphere of activity 
one cannot but admire his boldness and his readiness to suffer for 
his convictions. The appeal for help for the Dukhobors entitled 
‘ S.O.S.’ was signed by Chertkov, Biryukov and Tregubov. 
Chertkov spread it witii great courage and daring. It is common 
knowledge that all three of them were banished — Chertkov abroad 
and Bir^kov and Tregubov to the Baltic provinces. Biryukov 
also went abroad later on. In Britain Chertkov began to publish 
Tolstoy’s prohibited works and the periodical Svobodnoje Slovo. 

It cannot be said that Chertkov and Tolstoy saw much of each 
other. Chertkov lived either in Petersburg, on his parents’ estate, 
Lisinovka, or at his own farmstead, Rzhevsk. His visits to Moscow 
were only temporary ones, or he would stop there on his way to 
some other place. Only during the summers of 1894, 1895 and 
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1896 did he visit Jassnaia Poliana frequently, spending the sum- 
mer months some five miles away from us in a village. From 1897 
to 1907 he Hved in Britain. However, they exchanged a vast 
number of letters. My father told Chertkov frankly about his 
work and his family affairs j and Chertkov wrote to Father as 
frankly about his own life, gave his opinion on Father’s writings, 
proffered advice and even made ‘ suggested corrections 
V. G. Chertkov, his relations with our family during the first 
ten years of the twentieth century, and the part he played in 
drawing up and executing my father’s will, is dealt with in my 
section ‘ The Last Days ’. 
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Frince Sergey Semenovich Urussov 


Mt father wrote to a friend on February 6th, 1906, ‘ There have 
been two people (besides Alexandra Tolstoy — she is the third) 
to whom I have written many letters which, as far as I can 
remember, might interest those who are interested in my per- 
sonality. They are Strakhov and Prince S. S. Urussov.’ 

In one of his letters to Alexandra Tolstoy in March 1876, he 
says about Urussov: ‘ He is one of my Sebastopol friends and we 
are very fond of each other.’ 

Prince Sergey Urussov, son of the Senator, Prince Urussov 
(who died in 1857) and of a Danish beauty, daughter of the 
architect von Markschitz, was bom on August 3rd iSzy, and was, 
thus, a year older than my father. 

He completed his education brilliantly at the First Petersburg 
Cadet Corps and served in the Horse Guards until 1852, when he 
retired with the rank of major, but just before the Crimean war he 
rejoined the service. He and my father became friends in the 
Crimea, In a letter to a friend of his, with whom he shared an 
interest in chess, he wrote from the village Kurtyer-fotz-Selo in 
the Crimea; *I recommend to you an excellent writer and chess 
player, my pupil. Count Leo Nikolayevich Tolstoy.’ 

According to all eye-witness accounts and my father’s own 
recollections, Urussov performed miracles of bravery during the 
war. He would come out of the trench in his uniform wliite 
jacket amidst a hail of shells and, because of his great height, he 
was a splendid target for enemy rifles. He was wounded in the 
chest by a buUet which was not extracted. The Poltava regiment 
in wliidi he served lost its commander and all its senior officers 
and he, being a lieutenant colonel, found himself the senior in 
rank, and took over the regiment. My father always said that 
Urussov had remained alive only thanks to extraordinary good 
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luck. He was awarded the Officers’ Cross; of St. George for yalo^ .; 
and always wore it in ihe lapel of his frock-coat. , - ■ ' ' -X ^ 
Urussov was an extraordinary character. He was oyer srs feet 
tall, almost a giant. Notwithstanding his. height, he wore- ^ 
heeled boots. He was handsome and well-buik. He was straight- 
forward by nature; resolute, impulsive, fearlessj ' hpt-.temperedi 
proud, eccentric and extremely ambitious. My father particularly • ; 
appreciated his sincerity and his independenhtriind:,he .calleti him 
^ Selhstdenker '* — a man who could think for himself.; : ’ 

He was a mathematician and a first-class chess player.. He had;, 
written and published at his own expense , several volumes bn 
higher mathematics, but they had no success. Mathematicians said ,, 
that aU the discoveries he believed to be his own, had already been 
known long ago and that the new theories.he expotmded were,/, 
incorrect. ■ ■- b -'b 'Vi Jy 

Urussov’s name as a chess player was famous hot only in' Russia ' 
but also abroad; his matches were even published as guides ;'to .; 
chess playing. He used to say that he had never , met a beti:er ;chess ; ' 
player than himself and if, he did sometimes lose a' ganie to; the 
famous player Petrov, it was only because Petrov irrikted him;, 
during the game: he would make a move arid then begitin.o;;- 
moan that it was the wrong one. 

In society Urussov was always well behaved and courteous,’., 
particularly to ladies, and his unexpected-, judgments, >'attracted''; 
attention. He had a fine voice, was very niuslcal ahd ' pseti'.tb,- 
sing — sometimes even his own compositions. In; everyday ;ilife.' 
he was good-tempered and equable. He loved children;,. and; 
animals : he used to talk to dogs and maintain.that they undbtstqbd , 
him. Only sometimes did he break out into fits of uncoritrbUed;. 
wrath. Ambition was an outstanding trait pf his, character.. He; 
could not forget, and was tormented .hy the fact,, that his school- ■ 
fellow Obruchev had graduated first from: the Cadef,;Gorps;.and .. 
he was only second, that Petrov sttfihemained- the best; chessr,: 
player in Russia whilst he came only second,:br that hS;.,w^^ 
on mathematics were not appreciated. Urtissoy .'yas sq ortginal , 
in his speech and behaviour that he ; came, to be , regarded as ; a-' 
crank; some of his oddities,; sometimes .made; people wonder 
whether.he was, in his right niind. .Thus, for instance, he ,use4;.tQ,;; 
, say that- he could .calculate and predict, the day certain pebple; 
would, die; that .he had, already calculated- the day df ;Alexmder,. 
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II’s death and that he Icnew when my father would die but that he 
kept it secret. He wrote an article to prove that Paul I had not 
been assassinated but had died a natural death. He divided all 
people into those who were people in the strict sense of the word 
and those who 'were ‘ tailless apes Among women he made a 
distinction between ‘ the darling ’—the loving woman, and the 
* devil — ^die seductress. He used to say that all great people were 
bom in August, for instance, Napoleon, Goethe, Tolstoy and 
himself. 

In his political opinions he was a monarchist but he despised 
the courtiers who debased themselves before the Tsar and the 
Imperial family. Having learnt that Alexander III, out driving 
somewhere, had put an officer on to the coachman’s box, he was 
filled with indignation and said that in olden days such humiliation 
of an officer would have been unthinkable. 

- During the defence of Sebastopol one of the trenches changed 
hands several times, from the Russians to the Allies and back 
again. Urussov then went to the commander-in-chief and sug- 
gested that he should enter into negotiations with the enemy and 
propose that the trench be disposed of by a game of chess; he 
offered to play for the Russians. This suggestion was, of course, 
turned down. 

After the end of the war something happened to Urussov which 
I would never have believed to be true, had I not heard about it 
ftom my father, Umssov’s nephews, and himself. At the end of the 
Crimean campaign an inspector-general of German origin who 
had not taken part in the military operations, arrived to inspect 
the regiment commanded by Urussov. This general turned out to 
be-an annoying prig and during the review he began to find fault 
with every small thing. Urussov was furious but kept his temper. 
When, however, the general struck one of the N.C.O.’s in the 
face for some trifling er mr-^ a man with whom' Urussov had 
'fought throughout the%ampaign and whom he particularly 
valued — he could not stand it any longer. He gave the unexpected 
command: ' Fix ba 3 ’-onets which means prepare for a bajmnet 
attack. The front row of men immediately carried out the com- 
mand and the general found himself faced with a line of bayonets 
pointed at him. 

This command is usually immediately followed by the next one, 
‘ charge 1 ’ and the inspector-general was scared: what if that 
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ctazy Uirussov gave the command' ahd'he 7 were to be MUedPS 
jumped hack, got into his . carriage I and Vdtdve';, off; i-liater-^ 
lodged a complaint. But Urussov’s actidh:wak, sb hxtxaordin^t 
that the complaint was shelved and theywhole matterihus^^ 
According to military law Urussov ,bught;.to;^haye hedn"^^ 
mardalled and, possibly, sentenced to death 'hy ' the; fi'ri n' g-srjiiaff ; 
But who would execute a hero; of ’Sebastppbi?:'Sbbh after -tijik 
Urussov was presented to AlexanderH. He was gracious-; 

ly but the Sovereign did not mention the iinciderit ; though 
knew of it. For some unknown reason Uinssov bbok offencd ab 
this and resigned the service. On his retirement he was ptombted- 
a rank, as the custom was, and became a -majbr-generi£d.:p 
the war of 1877 he applied fbr active service bnt -was 'refused; ’ 
Urussov visited Jassnaia Poliana in the sixties .arid seventies'^ 
He was godfather to my brother Leo and my sister.Masha and 
took his duties very seriously, calling his , god-childreh' ^ 
children’. From an early childhood I remember (his 'ihajestid^ 
figure, his handsome face with the well-kept greyinglbeaf^' ^ 
full voice and agitated speech and howi when exdteH, he Would ’, 
immediately start blinking with both eyes. Sometirnes he pkyed, 
chess with my father, giving him a knight, or with me, giving me ; 
first the queen and then a rook; at that time I was stihinekpert at 
the game. About 1878 he gave up playing chbss (entirely (and' 
presented me with all his. books bn the subject.; ;,; ; 

He was very susceptible to the- weaker, sex;, in ‘tiieTsumnid 
1869, when he was staying in Jassnaia Pbhma, .thidneariy led 'to; 
a tragedy. My mother’s sister. Aunt Pania KusnunsM; had^^ 
very attractive in her youth and was a coquette.. In ;i869;she and; 
father’s sister. Aunt Masha Tolstoy, had the followihg(bbhv^ 
tion on the sxibject of Urussov: ■ A 

‘ Though you are a well-known siren/ AuntiMasha ,sdd, ‘ you; 
wiU never seduce this monk.’ 

‘ There is notiiingnasier,’ aunt .l^d.said.i(vA;;.;(/: ;A(.(; 5 -A 
‘ I bet you won’t get anywhere with bto,’ . said Aim 
’ ‘We shall see,’ said Aunt Tahia.( A'' A/' A A-^- 
Aunt Tania’s vamty ■ wad .'pricked; k She. turned. ; bn. a 
feminine ruses and in'threeAays' Unissbv.was Aonquered^Lle 
follbwed her. wherever. she; went; Fie ieft(ydthbut, dedarihg.,^s’ 

love but a few;days later his coachman arHyedmAasshhaPpliana 
; -with a handsbme horse which,'-. for hb given reason, Urussov had; 

: .^ 9 ^ AAA 



PRINCE SERGEY SEMENOVICH URUSSOV 

sent as a gift to my father. Together with tlie horse the coachman 
brought a letter for Aunt Tania. In this letter Urussov suggested 
to her that she go abroad widi him. The plan for the elopement 
was fantastic: she was to meet him aboard some steamer and they 
would go off together to an unknown destination. In liis letter 
he contemptuously called the most respectable Alexander 
Kusminski, Aunt Tania’s husband, ‘ that gentleman 

The coachman tactlessly handed the letter to Aunt Tania in 
the presence of ‘ that gentleman ’. A family scene ensued and my 
aunt had to explain her prank. To begin with Kusminski would 
not believe that it was only a prank and wanted to challenge 
Urussov to a duel, but later, being a man of some intelligence, he 
came to understand that it was not a serious matter and forgot 
about it. 

Urussov’s wife, Tatyana, was rather short and it was strange 
to see her beside her tail husband. For some unknown reason 
he used to call her ‘ Temir It was rumoured that their ways of 
’life were completely different. He got up very early, at four or 
five in the morning, whilst she went to bed late, after midnight. 
They had a daughter, Lydia, a rather tall, narrow-chested girl, 
pale^d delicate. Urussov was very fond of her. She was born in 
1853 and died at the age of sixteen, Tatyana Afanasyevna died — 
still in the prime of life — in 1881. 

The death of his daughter and of his wife affected Urussov 
very deeply: it was said that it even affected his mind. He spent 
^ the last years of liis life in solitude on his estate, Spasskoye, 
refused to see anyone and whiled away the days in thought and 
silence. 

During this period of his life he became very devout, spent 
much time in prayer and in reading the Psalms, knew to perfection 
all the church services and frequently took the place of the reader 
in the church or sang in the choir. He even intended to retire 
into a monastery, but the then well-known Archimandrite 
Tobias dissuaded him. 

Having spent several years in this gloomy solitude he regained 
some of his liveliness only when he began to pay frequent visits to 
the numerous family of his brother. Prince Dmitri Urussov. Tliere 
he discovered the family life which he himself had lacked. 

My father corresponded ftequently with Urussov in the sixties 
'and seventies. He wrote more than seventy letters to him. He 
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used to say, tliay hevcduld wdte franldy;td^him"ate^ 

did not mention' to; ^yl^Ddyi'clsd; , 

from the’ orthodox- churchy Utussby,;; -in. afterhper, :;buirit 

letters., By chance seventeen nf them r^^ed/.butHhey arem^^ 

the 'most interesting- onesi 

In .1870 my rfather .yrote ■to- UrbssoVv^ 
of conscription,- .-which : was being.,; pknneid^ Broih 
point, of, view he;did:nbt;agree;'witi;this;pr6posed--refo^ 
believed that old soldiets. who had served in the:rahfcs for twbnty:^; 
five years were better>iii combat than young: phes,'6n;shott’term’';^^ 
service. Urussov seems:to have''shared.,thatopimqh.--.ri;yy>;5y : i?;. ; 

In 1876. my father- wrote to Urussov:;' .Oh my .arrivi^' in 
I found your letter md .tore it up without reading it’ He:did this ? 
at Urussov’s own request. It appears that . Umssov. in Ya fit : of 
temper had written an offensive ietter,hut had later, come^tb his’-, ^ 
senses and had asked my father , to hear hp ,: the letter, .without -r;, 
reading it;' ■- ' ,.- ■’ 


In the eighties, in winter,, when dm famfiy hved -in hibscpwy. 
he became a.constant Visitor at our house. : Our acquaint^ce' arid , 
neighbour^ V.- Olsufiev,- liked 'to play a . card .game' CaUed ' yint’h 
So did Urussov. But ‘vint’: was not his pifiy reason -for; visitmg; 
the Olsufievs; he was-.also interested- -in the; daughte 
house. He even fell in love with one of theni-%i;forget,-whichhne:' 
of .the -three— mid stifiered, agonies of jealousyh'y -h'; '-:SV 
In 18 89 my father went to stay for ' several days with., Umsspy -, 
at Spasskpye in order-to rest from urban life.: in his-lettets tp.my;.! 
mother he described -Urusso-v’s life r -h ; .f - ^ 'h'; -f 


‘ Urussov is very charming, at home with Gerasim, his:?:.‘ 
.servant, god-fearing, and lordly hke' himself,- .andlGerasim’s yy 
' sister. He , gets up '• at - four,- has : his tea, : smpkPs; and starts ...v,’ 
writing and worldng on- mathematicar problems iwhich I :,dq 
not understmd. .Yesterday I wprlfed a htde aiidth'enUfuss'by ; - 
. readme some of his work ;.hs -in ; eveiyt^g.ie writes :thke'^^ 

; are some new' ideas but ripthirig is brought tP,a conclusion-^V p 
, - ' that is' so. strangef.But' -he .Is ,t6uciimgyHe hVes,ywihOT^^^^ 

mmypeopk.Jand^^ 

y,prayihg.to God. For instance, heforeydiPnerjhe^.fe^ a.walky; 
..y and dbwnd pathhef6re'thehouse,;I.:weht up to 

Other.day but.sa-w that I.wayin.his wayhhd he adrrutted.hati • 
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?V''i’6n'thesdi^^^^ redtes'^the “Hours” and the Psalms. In 
niy opirndhlie has aged very much ... I fear all his calcula- 
tiphs;de-<^mte unnecessary. He' has a lack c>f luddity, a self- 
deception %hich leads him to think that he has found the 
soiutidh.’he y/ished-to find. Qgarettes and vodka now and. 
thehi' id: small; quantities, and tea, serve, I fear, to dim his 
braidh^Bdt his .simplidty and his aspirations to virtue are 
siiichre and dierefore 'it is satisfying to be with him. His, 
rdses-are in Sloom^ — there are many of them and he suggested 
I put sqrne petals into my letter . . - ’ 


i;;;':fhedast;yeafs of hisdife Urussov spent almost uninterruptedly 
in! Spa'sshdye.'His.dftQandal drcumstances had deteriorated. He 
id:qyed.!.frdrh:ihe-big house into ^ annexe, the furnishings of 
which dfefe'n'ot merely poor but almost beggarly. The furniture of 
thejbig. house was .sold and the trees in the park were felled. He 
hai rnpliadnsenlant. and dad to do tVie doust rdotes dimsed. 
fhs ifaithful .servant Gerasim was no longer alive. 
■.•..■..In'SeptetnbernSpy .he had a stroke and he died in November. 
^''''Sken'a:eating characters Tolstoy usually recalled 

the^pepple-he -knew; and he imagined hov;- they would act under 
ierlain-, circumstances'. .It is possible that when he. wrote Father^ 
he thought of Urussov. > - 



Qhapter j 


Afanasiy Afanasyevich Fet 
( Shenshin ) 


During our childhood we lived all the year round in Jassnaia and 
were usually very excited at the prospect of visitors. Visitors 
meant interesting conversations, indulgence over lessons, 
delicious hors d’oeuvres and a tasty pudding at dinner. We were 
even glad when the visitor was A. Fet. I say ‘ even ’ because he 
was totally indifferent to us children and we felt it. Nevertheless, 
it was interesting to listen to the reading of his poems, to his 
harsh comments on other people, his frail witticisms, his com- 
plaints about public affairs and to his liberal statements. He would 
read his poems loudly and slowly in a deep bass voice, and would 
interrupt his reading by hums and haws and coughing. 

Fet’s appearance was very striking; a large bald head, a high 
forehead, black, almond-shaped eyes, red eyelids, an aquiline nose 
with small blue veins, a large and bushy beard, sensual lips, small 
feet and small, well-kept hands. His Jewish origin could be easily 
detected, but we children were naturally not aware of this. 

There was no kind-heartedness and no immediate attractiveness 
in him, which, however, did not obviate the fact that he was a kind 
man. There was something hard in his nature and, strange to say, 
nothing poetical. Hi's intelligence and commonsense, however, 
made themselves strongly felt. 

I have always wondered: what was the basis of the friendship 
between Fet and rfiy father? True, he was intelligent, well 
educated (mainly self-educated), his artistic taste was faultless 
and sensitive, and he was a sincere man with an original twist of 
mind. But he and my father had very different personalities. 
In contrast to my father Fet was calculating and irreligious a 
sceptic and a heathen. He was not hostile to religion, it simply 
did not exist for him. Sometimes, however, he could not conceal 
his ironical view of church rites. I remember how Fet once spoke 


zoz 



: V " ,/A^ AF^ASYEVICH -FET (sHENSHIN) 

:abput%e!'Resarrectipri ‘Of‘t^^ Dead: ‘ I shall die, a burdock "will 
grdw'.bn'i^^ of my body will enter it; this 

bihdpck wiii be .eaten by a cow and the flesh of the cow will be 
consumed b)’’ some other man; obviously the particles of my body 
wiil- enter , those of man. through the burdock and the cow, 

flieh this man wiU also d^^ and we will both have to appear before 
the Supreme -Judgment. Apparently either my body or that of the 
man who. ate the meat of the cow will lack some essential part- 
ities. .HbWj then, can we be resurrected in the flesh. ?’ 

At one tinde. Fet was absorbed in Schopenhauer’s, philosophy 
and tfjmslated iiis Die Welt ah WiJle und Vorstellung (The World 
as;. Will,-m^ ^ think' that this philosophy fitted in closely 

wi& ius hm character. He, like Schopenhauer, despised 
people ah4 was Well aware of their vices. 

. ,:;;,N6twithstandihg his misanthropy Fet was vain. I even think 
that yahity played a certain part in his friendship witli my father. 
Hpw'eyeri.this in no way hindered him front being, sincerely fond 
of my.fatherj not only as a writer but also as a man; Later, his 
.effpris to-acquire the surname Shenshin, his acquaintance with the 
Gt^d Duke Constantine and his pleasure at being made chamber- 
MA (whereas ;'Eushkin had only been a gentleman of the .Erh'^ 
perpr’s bedchamber)’ revealed in him a most ordinary and h^ve- 
y^ty, .Fet never attempted to conceal it, either. : 

yvWifh J other people ^^h^ always exquisitely courteous, 

parHcul^ly-sA with my mother. We even used to sayq'okingly. 
that-he hid' a Weakness for her, especially after he dedicated tWO 
flattenhgpbems to her. . , 

; . , .In'^ W to the end of the seventies .-my. father 

shared a common mterest. with Fet— the farming: of their estates; 
But their altitiides to agriculture differed. .iSiy father was carried 
aWay..by what lywoifld c^ the’poetry .-of agricultare; he -liked 
.pedlgree:catde,' a(hiiired abundant crops,' the.forest.ahd. apple-tree ' 
plahiations,'studied the 1^^ of bees, and .tpok'hn'mteresf in; die life 
of ,ihe peasants and of the farm labourersl'in genefaljhe.cpnsidef ed 
agri^mre a creative task. Fet, however, as a practicsl man; regarded 
fyftning; alrhpst! exclusively.' from the ;point .of view, of profit.'. He." 
.boughf'Stepahpyka^a fiat 'woodless pahcake-like; field- ihjf^^ 

^cpntre.’.pf .Which' stbbd-. the owheFs ,,h6uS6::h9'^ylbdc^^^^ 

ydv^tagebusiffLe .'did hot rhh' after .picturesque, 

.^^hactiye house, or anjhhihg hke that. Allhe desired was something . 

.' rf; 



: TOLSTOY ’EEMEMBERED.:;BT UIS SON , 

tewarding. Stepanovka was a . profitable property, ind-: he 
bought it. True, later on he boughta rich and picturesque estate ^ 
with an excellent park and; fine house near Kursk, but then he was 
already so rich that he could afford this luxury ; moreover, 'it ivas 
thrown in as a bargain, with another profitable property. 

In contrast to my father Fet was more or less indifferent to 
music. I have heard him say that music was an unpleasant holsey 
he only liked some Italian arias and Glinka’s songs.' True; in' 
some of his poems he wrote otherwise. But it seems to me that it • 
was not the music but the lure of a young woman’s .voice which, . 
inspired such poems. - ^ ^ 

In his youdi Fet used to go out with Turgenev and a dog 
shooting snipe, blackcock and other birds; he didinot, howeverj 
like hunting with borzois or hounds. I remember how he once 
said: ‘I cannot understand vcbat pleasure thc;s:eism}ist€hmgto. tbe • 
baying of hounds.’ I think that for him shooting was not primarily > 
a means of.comm\aning with nature as it was for my father'. ;, . 

It is common knowledge that Tolstoy held a negative opinion 
of poets. Nevertheless, he did appreciate some of thena.- ljet 
belonged to these few. 

About the well-known poem Whisper , father used to ky;;‘ It’s; , 
a masterly poem, there is not a single verb in it. But read if to a 
simple peasant, he will be bewildered and wonder why people - 
find it beautiful and search for its meaning.Tt’s a piece for thd , 
connoisseur in art.’ : ' . ^ : 

Fet’s wife, Maria Petrovna, was a plain and uninteresting but' - 
very kind woman and an excellent housekeeper. It was difficult ' 
to imagine that Fet had ever been in love with her. I think tliaf it. 
must have been a manage de convenance. They lived peacefully." ■ 
Maria Petrovna looked after her husband with great solicitude 
and he was always very attentive to her, anyway in public. , , ; . 

Fet would sometimes flaunt views which showed him in ; 
unfavourable light or were in direct opposition to cornmohly 
held opinions. I remember him saying once: '‘-y-K’ 'IT 

* I once, loved a woman and she loved me. But I said to. - 
her: my dear, I have no. money and neither have you., Ghly 
poets dream of paradise in a tent; that, kind of paradise does 
not exist. Therefore, my love,' it vrould be, best for us tb;;- 
separate. And so we did.’ •, ^ 
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AFANASIY AFANASYEVICH FET (sFENSHIN) 

Fet’s own marriage was a direct result of such reasoning. His 
wife was rich. 

Fet knew the peasant well — lie ordinary common peasant with 
all his qualities and shortcomings, and he never idealised him. 
He had been a justice of the peace for several years and, as far 
as I know, he exercised sound justice though he did not apply tlie 
law in his judgments so much as common sense. If he did not 
succeed in persuading the two parties to come to terms peacefully 
during a session, or when he lost his temper with them, he 
adjourned the session, took off his chain of office and called 
both pardes to the back door; there he would reason with them 
and scold them and, as malicious tongues would have it, some- 
times even hit them; but I do not believe this. 

In general, he had the reputation of being in favour of serfdom, 
but I have never heard him defend it in conversation. He did, 
however, say that the peasant needed a strong hand to govern him 
and wrote articles about it in the reactionary press; the liberal 
papers criticised him sharply for this. 

In his life, as well as in his work, poetry and prose were 
merged together. My father understood this. On April 6th, 1878, 
he wrote to Fet: ‘ Though I am fond of you as you are, I am 
always angry with you because, just as Martha was heedful about 
many things v/hen only one was important, so in your case, too, 
this one thing is still all-important, but you, somehow, disdain 
it . . . You are so very attached to wordly values that, if they 
should fan you, you will be in a bad way . . . ’ 

At one time Fet was on good terms with Turgenev; I do not 
tliink they were ever friends, because he criticised both Turgen- 
ev’s works and Turgenev himself and took great pleasure in 
doing so. 

I once heard him say about Turgenev’s story Asya: ‘ When 
Asya "calls out to the people moving away from the bank in a 
boat: “You have rowed into a pillar of moonlight,”: Asya could 
not have seen this because if a boat enters a pillar of moonlight 
the pillar is broken by the ripple of water. Turgenev invented 
this.’ 

To begin with my father agreed with him, but some time later, 
v/atching from a river bank a boat entering a piUar of moonlight 
TOthout dispersing it, he recalled Fet’s words and admitted that 
it was Turgenev who had been right, not Fet. 
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As for Turgenev, he simply: could not stand ^Fet’s reactionary 
views. ■ 

When my father was trying to lead a simple life and spoke Oiii; 
against luxury, Fet said one day: • ^ 

‘ I agree with you, I also do not require any luxutik;fM f 
want is a room to myself where I can wotk^ clean bedding, a'soft 
mattress, plain but nourishing food like roast beef . : VHe -did; 
not continue for at the words ‘ roast beef ’ my fathef bUrst'but’ 
laughing— roast beef is hardly compatible with ihe , absence ;- of. 
luxury, 

After the crisis in his philosophy rny father moved further 
further away from Fet. Fet regretted that they could hp iohger 
‘ synchronise ’, as they used to do before. He did hot realise ho% 
deep was the abyss which had opened up between theni. He spolle 
ironically of the attempt made by my father to replace pcpular. 
literature and pictures of poor quality by something 'mofe, 
edifying. Fet said to my uncle Sergei: ■ .• i;- . rV'.-.vV;: ' ■ 

‘ Tolstoy and Chertkov want to draw pictures 'that would 
destroy the people’s faith in nuracles. Why.shpuidthe pep^ 
be deprived of theft happy beUef tliat in , the- 'gmse;pf :fe 
and wine they have eaten theft God and been sfyed P Ifyis; 
as if a bare-footed peasant was entering a cave 'the end,; 
of a tallow candle in his hand.'to help hirn find .liis way ;.ih 
the dark; and, his candle being blown but, hei;was;ftoId .t6.. 
spread the tallow on his boots . . ., 'yhen hb w^ barefoot! , 


These words are very characteristic of Fet; they ire witty .but 
they express his scepticism and his. boniempfyforMie .-peppier 
These were precisely .-the ' traits .that rny father disUked in httti;:’^ 
Fet wrote some poems in his eightieth years :in wihchi^^^^^^ 
all the women he was in love ydth in. hi?, youth., T 
what his friend, N. Strakhov,'; saidfon this , subjectt; * Febis ifteal' 
satyr. Look at him,' he eveii looks ;iike ,6iie'’: And there; wasbome ; 
trudi in this.-'- 

At^ sceptic and heatheri Fet lopked .cpufagepuSly upbh .dea^^^ 

I believe 'ftiat he. was ■.smCere'm'ftie; ^ ■ 

inspired by Schbjpehhauerfwhich expresses the .idea, that , 
mere figmehtbfPhe’afmaginatidnit' ; h t •; t-'' vtif' - 

: 'Fet. died ih i892'.-,'He:,was' sufering frbmj,a;;diseas^^^^ 
pif atbry organs^^asthma; and hronchitis-^ash resulb pf wHchhe-;^ 




■ ^^:'APANASIr.;A^7ANASYEVICH FET (sECENSHIN) ' ' . ‘ 

:%ecame' very;:weak. On &e. day ., of, his death he,'was stiUdn his 
feetj^buf feeling of the' fatal moment he persuaded 

::his.ydfe;^td;go' -shopping and died, sitting alone on a chair in his 


•rXOOm...; 



Qhapier 8 



The first time I met Ilya Repin was in 1884 at our house 
in Moscow. He impressed one as being still a very young 
man, although he was already forty. His face was unWrinlcIedj 
he was lean and well built, with no sign of a middle-aged 
spread. He wore a small pointed beard and his thick hair was 
not as long as that of other painters in those days. He was neatly 
dressed without any afiectation. There was a kindly, cunning 
smile on his face of the kind that one often sees on Ukrainian 


faces. 


Repin came to an exhibition in Petersburg in 1884, at which 
his painting. The Unexpected Guests was &st on view; My 
father visited this exhibition, but the pictmre, which in my 
opinion, is one of Repin’s best works, did not appeal, to him at 
all. He even found some technical flaws in it and said that it 
seemed to him that the floor in the painting was sloping. "Whetlrer 
. this is correct or not is not for me to judge. In the following 
year, 1885, Repin came to Moscow with the Peredviiihnikipx- 
■ hibition. His piling of Ivan the Terrible’s murder of his son 
made a shattering impression upon the public at the timej in- 
cluding my father. It was much spoken of— both praised and 
criticised Under the immediate impact my father wrote to Repin 
(March 31st, 1885): ‘ You are a fine fellow, Repin, a fine fellpw: 
indeedl Here is something vigorous, strong and bold, something 
that has hit the bull’s eye I . . . Good, very good, The 
artist wished to say somediig significant and said it fully ^d 
clearly and, moreover, with such skill that his mastery, is . not 
noticeable.’ I also heard him say how daring it was of Repin to 
paint the red blood against the pink background of the son s 


clothing. ' ■■■:■■ 

Later, in the nineties, when he visited the Tretyakov Gallery 
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ILTA YEFIMOVICH REPIN 

. of him il an armchair. He himself was not satisfied with the 
firstTortrait. He said that there was ‘ no air m it ^nd the 
persp^ecdve was wrong. However, in this portrait Tolstoy s 
LaS sharp grey eyes are amazingly true to life, as m no other 
pif ?ToJoy! either by Repin himself or by any other 

^^S’first pdrtrait remained in Jassnaia PoUana : Repin P^sented 
it to our family. The second, the more famous one, he sold to 

Rept%?nf a week at Jassnaia PoKana at that time. My fatiier 
was then doing all the peasant’s work— mowing, ploughing 
etc.— for the widow Anisya Kopylova. Repm went to the faeid 
beyond the viUage where my father was ploughing and made some 
sketches of liim. To do this, he had to run from one end of the 
field to the other.' These sketches were the origin of the famous 
painting and chromolithograph Tolstoy at the Ploughs ere^ 
an error in it to which Tolstoy himself drew attention e reins 


are missing. , ... 

. At tlie end of the eighties Repin, urged by my father, lUus- 

trated several stories that Tolstoy had written for the i^w P°P^ 
publishing house, as, for instance. What Men Tive by. Two ro ers 
> and Gold, The Enemy Lures, God Steadies, How the Devi 

Bread, as well as illustrations for The Death of Ivan Ilytc an e 

Power of Darhtess. , 

In 1891 Repin stayed at Jassnaia Poliana from June 29 o 
July 16th. During this time he painted several pictur^: Lolstoy 
at Work, Tolstoy in the Garden, Tolstoy in the Forest (bare 
and he made a bust of Tolstoy though he had never sculpted 
before. At that time, too, if I am not mistaken, b^ a goo 
portrait of my sister Tatyana and a pencil sketch of Sofia eye 

vna with her youngest children. The likeness to the mo e s is so 
negligible in this drawing that I would not have recogmse em 
Vrithout the inscription. _ . 

I believe I am not mistaken if I say that his portraits o o s oy 
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from 1891 onwards are not as good as ihe '^j^^^ 

Tolstoy at praj^rs^it -was ^donc sl$chesVdotie:m 

1891. Tolstoy is represented barefoot 4^ tins , picture 

unfamiliar expression of. ;suffering .;bn:.-,j^^^ 

was annoyed , that Repin had painted: 

went barefoot and said: I don’t beheve that Repm 

seen me barefoot; He’ll be;painting’ m^ i^dront rhptiousers 

next.’* 

My father’s words;about being pamte^.^thbht^hi^^irousers 
, turned out to be prophetic. In ,1903 tbete. waW exfe^^ 
allegorical painting by Bunin; it . repres^ted Tolstby^^^^G^^ 
Gorki and Repin himself as fishermen. These fishd:meh^t^^^ 
their shirts and, of course, without their ffousers itueging Bare- 
legged at a net full of fish.f ; ' i 

In 1892 Repin travelled to die district wbefek thattimb^ 
was orgamsihg help tor the tamihe-strMeb .popuiation-^^^^ 
opening canteens for them. There Repm paihted:;i^s;T?/r/0' 
^7/ theVamhe which I , could not- describe; 

. In 1894, after a visit to the Tretyakov Gallery, m^ fadier sad 
that he had not been able fo tear; hitnsc;if away^frbm^^.T^ 
picture The Arrest for a long timcy.-diat, he 
ver)' much, but he disapproved ol Ivan '^grfihle '^0 
Unexpected Gfwst. ' ^ -y' 

In 1909 Repin came to Jassnaia PoHah^.^bi.ihssecpfii 
N. Nordman. My father gready approved hf, the fact 
and his wife were vegetarians, I thi^ itw^^ Jurmg this^w^ 
Repin painted Tolstoy together. \vith; my>'^ 
photograph taken , later in which she ah4: fathet' sat in' 
the same attitudes and surroundings as ih\R.ephi’s.^'P 
comparing the two, it can be clearly seen hQ.^ phdr .tiiedatt^^^ wiisi 

After Tolstoy’s death Repin pain'ted.iuih" as 
this world widi eyes raised to 'heaven ’ against aback^puhd-bi 

*My: father had. probably; forgotten . that .Repin 'Had seen hirh-bare- 
fobt. Repin writes' iii his rhemoirs that -wHeh he ^ 

with hirn, Tolstoy, would 'tike oThis .'old,'' .hohie-made sUppers oh^^ 
way to the bathing house, stuff them Mtb his .leather .bielt and continue 
; oh his.wdy bareifoot. -T 

: j ‘,f ^t the- opening 'of the'-hshibitibn 'h.jbu^ ,the';wbrd 

■ ‘ filth ’..on. the painting wijh his. pen knife. Th^. p ain ting Was, damaged 
. aiid lie had to’pay heayilyifpr this inscription. . (yr, ; ..y;'. : y- 
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paintdrig is based on a ■ 
i'imfcqriKeption.^My- fatiiefclia inaa out of , this 

wdBd &d nbfh^ alien to him* I recall how, 

'^h^^^ready a very bid mah^ once said: ‘ You think that we old 
^ ’pedpe hodphgeY^ have c>ur desires just as 

,';muchuaslthe;ybuhgiil.;& potentiality for every 

^'Idddldf vice'.: But w^^ better control over our- 

v’.sdves.:'MosBs '(do, hot thhdc 'thapl^ain cor^ myself to him) 

csaid'that feyety-idnd of him but that he was stronger 

t£^ werc.’!; 

fi' HtNoW:,'!: should ‘,1^^ few words about the relations 

li'beiwe&.my/fathepahd adrnii'ed Repin’s talent, 

; ,fis;feat^que,'ithe to sweep of his brush and valued some 

■f of- Ws -paintogs veryi' hig^ remember tliat he praised The 

•j 3 jshermn,{^;lireweU lio[:^^^ At Confession, The Arrest, 

tot he. said that Repin. s/Muetimea 
; ;/did not, todw j^hat^ exacidy, he' wanted to express in his paintings. 
■viS.u&'-V.w^e-hi.sri’/^^^ ^ Get thee hthind me, Satan* 

f(f hf Tmpfatlon), T^ tO Sultan Mahmoud 

■M^f^haTSpJendqur &niS'^ of the painting A 

SEehigmsiPfocm^^^ expressed in the following words, which 
^ 'copj^^ froih'his preface to the works of Maupassant (1894) ; 
ji ..‘ I-fem<&ber:,hbW; a fat^^ shov^^d me his picture 

^•<.;repre'sentangAa religions procession. Everything "was painted with 
,)yperfectioh,’,but.:dierebvas^'^^ indicate the artist’s attitude 

ytotords , his, subject;>“;:^^^at’ikyour opinion,” I asked the artist, 

I ■Sdp^y6u:-apprbve of believe they ought to be 

\j;P^lb,rined,:;or;.dp, yp unnecessary ? ” 

■ :;:'^. v"^hetofist';teplied a^tfifle condescendingly in the face of my 
1 'itobcence ,^a^ and saw no deed to know,, his 

• : business w^a's ' to Yepfesehb , 

‘ " But do,.yph, at leas’ti^'a^^ , ■ . 

‘ “T,,<^’t'eYeh ....•■•• 

, /,,“W^,;tiien; do.ypu'to . . ... . 

,iv-v ,Neither the phe nor 'the pthef,’’ was the reply made with , an, 
;'y 4 nd^gent.sii]Be at'my stuM^.^By this highly Ptdtured contemp- 
:,,>';Pt^ .;p^ter '-; who Represented^ without understanding , ifs 

■;‘'nipahing;ahd npiiher-.loyinglnpr .hating its .manifestations. Mau- 

.sahie- R'ay.’. . ■ : : . . ' , ; ; 

Repin, already a damoti^' 
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artist, no longer Icnew what to paint, was partly proved in 1898 
when he insistently begged Tolstoy to suggest to him a subject 
for a painting.* 

Repin’s attitude to Tolstoy was complex. He obviously 
admired him as an artist of the written word, but I do not thint- 
he had any sympathy with his ethics and his philosophy. 

I do not know Repin’s views on the first period of my father’s 
writings, but this is what he wrote to him about The Tower of 
in January, 1887: 

‘ Your new tragedy was read yesterday at Chertkov’s house. It is 
such shattering truth, such a mercilessly forceful reproduction of 
life; and in the end, after this picture of a family den of filth and 
depravity, it leaves one with impression of a deep moral tragedy. 
This is an unforgettable lesson on life . . . and only one thing 
struck me unpleasantly . . . you, of course, must have thought 
about it and know more about it than I do, but that revolting 
scene with the fight between Nikita and the labourer over the 
rope appears to be simply impossible.’ 

The following conversation between my father and Repin, 
which has remained deeply ingrained in my memory, may settle 
to explain Repin’s attitude to Tolstoy’s etlfical views. My father 
told him once about a letter in which a peasant compares Russia 
to an overturned cart being drawn by the workers. ' All of us ’ 
Tolstoy said, ‘ the landowners, the scientists, the writers, and 
the artists are sitting on the cart and the workers are pulling us. 
The first tiring we must do is to get off the cart.’ 

To this Repin said, smiling his cunning smile: * I agree with 

*Concernmg this my sister Tatyana noted in her diary on February 
4di, 1898: Repin is still working on his Temptation wliich Papa 
advises him to give up. Repin is still begging him to suggest a subject 
for a picture. He came to Moscow with this purpose, then wrote about 
it to me and referred to it several times when I was in Petersburg. 
Yesterday Papa said that he had an idea for a subject but that it did not 
completely satisfy him, however. It is the moment when a group of 
Decembrists are being led to the gallows. Young Bestuzhev-Ryumm 
was more attracted by Muravyev-Apostol’s personality than by his 
ideas and kept abreast with him all the time; only before tlie execution 
did he weaken and begin to weep. Muravyev put his arm round him 
and they walked together to the gallows.’ Repin did not follow this 
advice. 
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.''ypUj'^Ley'Nikolaye It: is' tfue.tBat I am too, sitting on the 
; ^c^, ;but I am like a singer who "would sing to comfort those who 
;:,are.biiUipg it-; ' ' . , , 

v loved hi^art passionately. For him, people were primarily 
■\ffldiddsi, 'to" be of. not- to be reproduced on canvas or paper. My 
‘siste^r . Tatyana once said to him, lopicing at one of his sketches: 

.How gifted you are, Ilya Yefimovich,’ to which he replied "with a 
; smiie: ‘;I ani nbtgifted, I am industrious.’ That he was not talented 
;;_,ivas,e^dently said to 'humble himself before pride’ and it is 
difficiilt fo.heUeve; but that he was industrious was proved by his 
' whole' life.- Tolstoy too was for him in the first place an excellent 
; ^ndviewMdmg inodel, and each time he visited him he either 
:,pairiied:pt m^ a pencil drawing of him. However as the years 
■ yassed he understood Tolstoy’s spiritual life less and less and this 
:.'was, reflected in' his later portraits: they were no longer tiie. 
• magmficent ones of rSSy. 
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Nikolai Gue 


Nikolai Gue came to see my father for the first time in 1882. He 
decided to come because he considered that his own views, 
particularly his attitude to Christianity, were close to my father’s 
new outlook on life. 

Their similarity of ideas and Gud’s admiration for my father as 
well as his personality immediately brought him close not only to 
my father but to our whole family. We were glad to see this 
handsome, elderly man with his lively, light-coloured eyes and 
fine nose, his grey beard and the long greying hair surrounding 
his bald pate, so full of vitality and benevolence towards all people. 
His appearance and his liveliness were reminders of his French 
origin. 

Soon after meeting my father he suggested painting my sister 
Tatyana, but my fafber told him ‘ If you want to make me a 
present, paint my wife.’ 

Gue began painting my mother. At that time he did not yet 
■understand her well enough and portrayed her as a society woman 
in a velvet dress; but he did not like this portrait and later des- 
troyed it. 

‘ I have done the wrong thing,’ Gu6 said, * I have painted a 
society woman and Sofia Andreyevna is primarily a mother. 

Later he painted another, more successful, portrait of my 
mother with a child in her arms. My mother and he were on terms 
of great friendship. He would say to her: ‘ Mamma, I m sure 
you’ve got something delicious to eat? ’ She would smile and 
produce something ‘ delicious ’ — like home-made jam or other 
titbits. He would use the famihar ‘ thou ’ when addressing us, 
Tolstoy’s children. Once he tore the knee of his trousers and 
turned to my sister Masha: ‘Would you mend my trousers? 
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iMasha replied give .me;^our trousers' befo^^^ 

’tp'-'bfed-'aiid:'!;^^ them:nb\Y,-'bn 

Gbe'siid; -Masha la.ugb^^ but refosed to do so. V \;r ■ \ t '4 ■ ? 

I,:.; ■ bushti sometime^ to . ^gue witH Him and. once,- in reply: to,;6ne,. 
of his sta:tterQents-— Lfbrget -ypbicb— bsid half jobingly; , ‘ Thatds 
I'a.hasty’ghneraUsa^ his head. and. said: And- you,. 

Serezha,' are a4‘- ladivot ”, a teal “ ladivot ” !’ ‘ Ladivot ’ was family 
■si^g fbb^idipt^^.NaturaUy l w offended. I must admit that; 
;.bwas:hot much intereste^^ in his. pronouncements on the gdsp.els. 
,.Syhich:werb .father obscure and inspired by my father, but J was 
,attfdcted:by;his vitality, his, talent, his fondness for. my father, Ids 
Sriendlinefeato. all of us and,. in general, his liking for. all people;.! 
■tsympathlzed.Wth him, too, that as a true artist, he could hot 
.iepfesehb.GhEtst' otherwise than realistically, which;in Russia at ; 
that :time .wasjbptli riew.;and bold. Some of his judgments were 
coffect: ^d to ; the point, other were naive. For . instance^' he 
!hsed to say, about Raphael: ‘Sincere, childish faith can:be felt in. 
•Raphael; 'Re ».iS;'|aiCh^^ in contrast to his contemporary 

"Midhdangelb-who was-a heathen at heart/ 

. XRefbre meeting^ Gu6 had painted hardly anything, for 

;s'e'yefaliyeR:sjvA.ftef thek meeting he again started worhing- wilh. 
4ehtliusiasml’4:;'ivv^r,--';--' ' , 

;';;4,From:i882 until his:^^ in 1894 Gu6 painted, apart from 
. .poikaita^d iilustations to Lii^e ty a. number of works 

portraying -the life .'of Ghris^^^^ Truth?, ffk must t)ie^ 

Qfrist ihJ 2 eihsemam,'the Tast Supperi.Conscknce, The Crucifiition 
and others. :Spme of his sketches remained unfinished; " ‘ . 

4Gud,was .TC about remarks , on his. paintings; he 

:vdllingly (fiscussed M liked to hear his work prdsed and' 

Pf^se'-'k^h^ used to say;' ‘-Nikolai 

4,Nikolayeyi^ tali^ - abo,ut:H^ paintings better than he executes- 

truth in this; his brush .’could not 

‘■keep .pace,.wdthHkitha^ , * ■ ; , ’ 

:-,4::He sprat a gfe^ ded’-bf time thinking .about his subjects, but, 
.sketched .jquicHy.bn^^^ and either dropped his w’ofk;of ' 

, fP'^dRot stop ietoucWngdf, at the katrieftime saving.'.ori-.cahr ‘ 
painting oyer , a used-one. ■ ; 

kP^pltbd^ his^ nikiy v-tirb.es' and each; time ; 

: of his, sketches For this painting made ,; 

; ^ k^^P ^P^^ssibn;'; yet he''- wpuld ■ remain - dissatisfied .;with .' 
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them and either destroyed them or painted them over and oyer - ' 
again. ■ 

At last he dwelt on the moment when Christ gave up the ghostj 
horrifying the thief who only a. short time ago had heard from , 
liim words of charity and truth. , 

My father had a high opinion of Gue’s painting and though he ' 
used to say that it was impossible as a rule to portray Christ 
from a realistic angle, for some inexplicable reason he made: ah.; 
exception for Gu^. Though he classed his Crucifixion very highly 
he said however: ‘Nikolai Nikolayevich has been carried away 
by an imaginary romantic relationship between Christ land the 
thief. He has over-painted this picture (that is, he worked tbo.^ 
much on it.)’ . . 

In the eighties Gue painted my mother, my sister Mashk, and - 
my father in oils and made a pencil portrait of my sister Tanya. . 

I consider his portrait of my father to be the best of all the 
Tolstoy portraits as regards likeness and expression in spite of . 
the downcast eyes. This portrait was particularly good because 
my father did not sit for it but was so intent on his work wMst;, 
Gu6 was painting him that he forgot the presence of the artist; ' 
Gu6 had a cheerful disposition, he enjoyed a laugh and- liked,' 
to tell amusing stories. For instance he once told us how he saw ■ 
a woman lift her child to a fresco representing the Last judgmehf 
in St. Sophia’s Cathedral in Kiev and say: . . . 

‘ Kiss the Good Lord on his Httle tail.’ This LGpbd Lord-iwis^^ 
no other than the picture of a devil. - ■ ■ ' 

Gud brought us together with, his family y his . w 
Petrovna, whom he called Anechka), and his .Wd’;)sbna NikoM , 
and Piotr. Anna Petrovna had a healthy and practical 
protected her husband in every way and .-kepp'ius ;;infatua^ 
under control. He valued her care for him and ,’me^dy'^^fe 
her practical advice. ; ■ ' ''' 

Gud’s eldest son, his ‘ dearly beloved Kolechlta'.’i(as he nSddjfo 
call him) had artistic leanings 'but;&e ;life he led^:W^ 
failed, to leave any noticeable jttaces in thy=aAs.‘:]n,f'886, a^^ 
he was the manager, of a publishmg, business staitedLy rnymbtherj. ; 
but in 1887 he'.mbved to‘his;father!s;..farmstead;.wh^^ 
ydms he tried to put Tolstoy’s tdaclung mtp .pracdcb;mA 
■like a peasant in the-fieids and On.Sievegetabie pjpt,:togeiher.w^ 
his Half-educated wpm& cbm^ (Gap^H '^Hbut the iniH^e j 
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of the nineties he drifted away from the ‘ Tolstoyans but without 
any bitterness or ill-feeling. Then he took French citizenship and 
lived abroad. He did not belong to any religion nor to any party. 
Kind-hearted, truthful and witty he had rare charm and was on 
very close terms with our family, especially with me. He was 
treated as one of us. We did not call him by any other name than 
' Kolechka 

I knew the younger son — ^Piotr Nikolayevich — very little. 
He lived in Petersburg and rarely visited us. 

Nikolai Gu6 died of heart failure on his Ukrainian farmstead 
on June and, 1894. My father felt keenly the loss of the loyal 
friend who had shared so many of his views. In one of his letters 
to a friend he described Gue in the following terms : * He was an 
astonishing, pure, tender, inspired old child, overflowing with 
love for all and sundry, like those children whom one must try 
to imitate in order to enter the Kingdom of Heaven. His vexation 
with people who did not like him and his work, his resentment 
of them was childish too . . . Such a death, such a life are up- 
lifting.’ 
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Qhapter lo 


Alexander Sergeyevich Buturlin 


The Buturlins were wealthy, aristocratic landowners and had 
been brought up in a manner considered proper in such families. 

There were three brothers: Sergei, Alexander and Dmitri. 
The eldest and the youngest were generals, the middle one, 
Alexander, was a ‘ political criminal.’ 

He was bom in 1 845 and completed a course in natural sciences 
at Moscow university. He used to tell me that as a young man 
he met the well-lmown anarchist M. Bakunin and travelled in 
Switzerland with him in the company of other young people, all 
wearing red caps. He said that, in all, he had spent three years 
in prison and seven in exile, all by administrative order, and 
had never been sentenced by a court. 

He was arrested in 1869 and banished to the province of 
Yaroslavl for two years; in 1871 he was brought to court in ^ 
connection with the Nechayev case ‘ for participation in a plot 
to overthrow the existing order.’ Buturlin told me that he had 
never seen Nechayev himself and was only listed in one of the 
‘ groups of five ’ who, according to Nechayev’s plan, were to 
carry out the revolution. The court acquitted him. 

In 1876 he was brought to court in connection with the ‘ case 
of the 50 ’ and was again acquitted. At the end of 1881 he was 
sentenced by administrative order to be banished to Tobolsk for 
five years, but he was transferred to Simbirsk before completing 
the period. Having served this sentence he settled down in 
Moscow: however, he was stiU considered to be ‘ unreliable and 
was arrested more than once. He told me that he was always 
arrested before the Tsar travelled through Moscow, after the 
attempt on the Tsar’s Hfe and on the life of other government 
figures, as well as for reasons unknown to him. 

In March 1882 a good friend of mine, the former tutor of my 
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§fo&ei:;ilya;’:advised socialist and an 
^ert' on political ; economy. >At that tim^ was in the 

Butyrka!‘=^ason ,awaitjng:,deportati6n. On March jth, 1882, my 
raolh'er wibtfi to my fa^er; ‘ Buturlin has let us know that he is 
^lowdd to gb hbfne daily between four and seven and if anybody 
wafitddtb;see;himt they CO do so.- We said that you were out- 
side 'Mbscpw and thank goodness that you are not here. Out of 
^^ess of heart you. might have gone to see him to give him a 
few- wpidk of. consolation. Let him be, or you may again attract 
suspiciph^JSerezha wants to go but I am urging him not to do so, 
Ldbrhot know whether he will obey me.’ 
b;,i .;didhibt,bbey her and went to visit Buturlin. At that time 
Limigmed myself to be a ‘ radical and, understandably, hero- 
■wbfshipped :Buturlih ak an old revolutionary. I was welcomed 
vraimly by a fait, tall, handsome man who was still quite young. 
He%asvtheh thirty-seven. He spoke to me about the iron law of 
tiae'hiihimhto';jWage -a^ unearned income of capitalists. I 
hstehed 'tO; him -spellbound. 

.^b.i’he .Bumriihs had a; good income but it was their mother’s 
huringther;lifetime, .the. estates were managed badly and did not 
htidg..M: much^ Alexander was married, he had three 

childt^ .and-hi^^ was not sufficient to make both ends 

rne'et.' He iwks ; very punctilious in money matters and decided to 
Becphievindependent and increase his income by working as a 
•physicihi.'>To achieve this, he enrolled as a student in the faculty 
of medicine after .\his.’ civil rights had been restored and when he 
was;:^eady ,;fiftyi :vH strange to see this handsome grey- 
hairedman.in a student’s uniform. Three years later he completed 
.ihehdurse;bnllimtly; . 

for many years. I do not re- 
member precisely \whehT renewed my acquaintance, with him. I 
bHieve jit;. was -towards the- end of the nineties. He was already 
Hying, alone, hh i the ;to^ the Buturlin’s house. Later 

he mpyed; into' a smidl 'apartment where he Hved until his death. 
■Iu?fhe'yummbr -he' chd n to the country or to a- summer 

resort. 'and seldom^ ' 

yy-hs Taf hk:I)lmbw ,W^ did hot bring him 

yPyhathings. He -treated people seldom and did not . charge a fee. 
■Hbweyef, his ihtefesf in medicine continued ahd he kept.up with 
,neW; methods -iii this science.'-’- 
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He Spent the major part of the day reading. Alone in his 
room he nearly always read aloud, a pencil in his hand. He 
rarely wrote down Hs thoughts on what he was reading but he 
corrected misprints in books and noted mistakes made by the 
authors widi a sharp pencil in his clear and beautiful hand- 
writing.* Buturlin used to speak ironically of himself, saying that 
his real vocation was that of proof-reader. He kept very late hours, 
going to bed at three or four in the morning. He smoked a great 
deal: stacks of boxes with cigarettes used to lie on his window- 
sill. ‘ I need many cigarettes, but few matches,’ he used to say. 

‘ I Light one cigarette from another.’ 

He seldom went to the theatre and he described music as an 
unpleasant noise. Most often he spent his evenings ‘ at one of 
his good friend’s ’ as he used to call Maria Sklirina, widi v/hom 
he had a liaison. She came from a respectable family of the gentry 
but led the life of a Bohemian. She was unfaithful to him but he 
would say: ‘ I am not at all jealous, I do not know what jealousy, 
means.’ 

After his ‘ good friend’s ’ death he continued to lead an even 
more secluded life and only rarely spent his evening away from 
home. However, he was glad when people he liked came to see 
him. He was always courteous and amiable. He met my father in 
December i88i. Tolstoy came to see him to express his sympathy 
at his arrest and exile to Siberia. And in spite of my mother’s 
advice, he visited Buturlin when the latter was allowed to leave 
prison for three hours daily. 

In April 1888 my mother wrote to my father from Moscow to 
Jassnaia: ‘Buturlin and Uncle Kostya came in the evening. 
Buturlin is very pathetic but I continue to like him. Tomorrow 
he is going with us to an exhibition to see Polenov’s painting 
Christ and the Woman Taken in Adultery and will then dine 
with us.’ 

If I am not mistaken, Buturlin was ‘very pathetic’ at that, 
time because he and his wife had separated. He asked my fatlier’s 
advice about this break in their relations. My father advised him 
not to separate, but he did not follow this advice. 

*For instance, he took my complete collection of Herzen’s works, 
read them right through and corrected all the author’s misprints and 
errors. 
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“/'xli’i^bz ButtirM In his presence Tolstoy read 

Chekov’s , stb^ -'and laughed until tears .flowed from 

lUS';eyeS.|';'j:>.:K;;:;w 

'^'In,QctpbeAi 903 ’j ^ Tolstoy read his article on 

■Shakespearb'stQ 'Buturlin a^ D. Nikitin. In February 1904 Sofia 
Aodreyevha. was fern manuscripts to the History 

Museum. Buphl^ .who approved of this, helped her with their 

ti^spprtyj^^i;";-;. ' 

;;,On^July/ibthi.7.i9io, Buturlin wrote as follows in a letter to 
me: v.Oh?June:20th I v^isited Chertkov at his summer villa in 
order .'to 'see, Tolstoy. He ama2ed me by his unusually fresh and 
healthy^ appearance, by his vitality and his intensive activity. 
One';'might <‘thmk-he was sixty and not approaching eighty-two. 
He ^as -myexceUeht spm One has to admit that life in Jassnaia 
is f hot:; appropriate— excuse tliis ' barbarian neologism of the 
word;;j&r(j^%‘j(bene^ — and that he feels much better when 
■“'on a /^sit '’\.^an at home. It is sad to have to admlt .it, but, 
regretihblyi .this ^ is . undoubtedly so.” 

;V- Itwas theh-.that Tolstoy called him in his diary: ‘ Dear Butur- 

/f.Usvally il would come to see Buturlin at night, not earlier than 
;thnTandfre^uently I would stay with hum until three, so enthral- 
:^g it w^ tptalkt6 Iflrhi Among the subjects of our conversations 
werci-Hteratutej' especially. Pushkin and Tolstoy, criticism of the 
s 6 ,-c 0 (sd ; Holy : Scriptures, to which he devoted particular at- 
tehtipn, and.fevents that had laid the way for the revolution, with 
.wH^h.'he -wak in.kecn sympathy; disturbances among studentSj 
stiflves,;the''assassinations of Sipyagin, Plehve and the Grand 
puke Serge -and rhany, others. • 

;:y:Buturhh .:hdd Tolstoy, in profound respect, waxed enthusiastic 
,kis .artisticiworks :and supported him warmly in his criticism 
?'^;9.^,tlib^pxy; a^ contemporary state and social order. 

Tolstoy’s, religious convictions, though 
kerespebted .them. He used to say: ‘ Yoru: father demands that 
we.fulffl, God’s wish, the God, whom he calls Father or Master.. 
.THeidea. of serying.any “ master is repugnant to me. I want to 
'^.^9 .However, let .u we have to carry out the 

y^p,bf a-f‘ master;’’i,vHow .can we find out what his will really 
^^*'9y::*^Mnt{uns it is contained in the main rules: do 
the five rules he has drawn from the gospels : 
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cutb :anget, do, not .comrmt;adidfe^y,;do,n 
do not dght. These .rules : have been u^fer^d hy;-peopld^^^^^^^ 
by the “master”. Consequently^it; is possible’, tb'dis 
them. Tolstoy himself , does not recognise' the diidnity.;d^ 

Is it possible to, base ethics on such‘hegahve;rules rdp hot dp dui-': 
or the other? Tolstoy understood, correctly;' the basic ide^^^^ 
Christian ethics : do not resist evd. I..do:not . agree ihilh tM^ 
think that it originated during die epoch of : Roman domination ' 
when it was useless and even irnpbssible , to resist :e;ki, -that is ^ 
power of die Roman emperors., -,MotkHsts;: .iricludihg^ 
improved the morals bf .manldndr. but HtdeV' W 
executions, violence and poverty, continue tO;.reign:as;if;nbbbdy4. 
had ever called them evil.’ , ^ 

I. retorted: ‘But don’t you beUeve ,, that; relations :bebveeh 
people have perhaps- falpruveci awtag ta - vhft rf sf f a hvVy?:?- . 

‘Relations between people improve as a result of ;die- better-^ 
ment of their social order,’ .Buturlin said, ‘:fprfinstanc4 ;,theyVv 
improved after the abolidon of slavery. The maih' cause of evil in;^ 
the world is the imperfect form of the,,sociai;life^ bf;rnahidnd.^ 

.When somebody said within his hearing that ;ihe hiStorybof v 
the Russian people progressed along :a path cMerehtj'fiprri^;^^^^ 
history of West European peoples, because the Russians belonged 
to a different race; he.retorted: ‘ Race does hot playiaimge p^ 
in the history of peoples. Glass distincdpns are mpre acute^.dim: 
those of race.’ 

Buturlin read French, German arid Iirighsh;fluenti}L=;:He;:;had^ 
read many books criticising die Old andi New fest^erit.hp^^^^ 
Reuse, Renan, Strauss and others. , ,, . , t .y 

Buturlin’s daughter married die son of V. ■Istoriiin,.head pfthe^^ 
office of Grand Duke Serge. Istoinin was knbwn as aii stub^ 
reactionary, an opponent ■ of :hberal'reforrhs ;and arituph6lder;pf .; 
autocracy and of die persecutipri and.executiori of re-yplutipnati^i A: 

. ‘ You can uriderstand,’ Buturlin said tcj-me,. ' :tKat I ^ 

to ,be lacquainted m hbw: Awe 'have;' 'become .> 

kinsmen.’,, . -A.y , ■; y 

■ As a man of manners ; he' drove;, off tb call bn Istomin. C^ntraiy ■ 
to his. expectations :Hs' ’.^tit;_'went.'’bff weU.:.;,He'‘told.^,m^^ 

‘ Tsto min and T'did nbt talk about- polices,' or ' aborit my :.past ,b^ 
about his .’^brk. We biffy spoke about, hteratme. He'likes RusS 
ycdfcers ^and kriqwe them'veli.’-^-b ’ ' ? y; AAv A A y A-.y: : ’ ;A A;: : A- .j-A AA'i'A 
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I saw Buturlin in the evening of February 4th, 1905 ; the day 
Grand Duke Serge was assassinated. Buturlin lived at that time 
not far from the Kremlin. He told me: 

‘ When I heard the explosion I realised that this was the 
work of revolutionaries. A few minutes later I heard that the 
Grand Duke had been assassinated. My heart leapt with joy 
and I went to the Kremlin. The authorities had lost their 
heads: The Troitsky Gates had not been locked and quite a 
crowd had gathered in the Kremlin. I saw the broken car- 
riage, the corpses of the horses and some of the Grand Duke’s 
brains glued to a wall. Very little remained of his body; the 
explosion had been very powerful.’ 

In October 1905, Buturlin took part in a grandiose procession 
following the body of Baumann. The same evening he said: 
‘ Going dong the Tverskaya in the procession I saw with my own 
eyes a red flag fluttering over the doors of the Governor-General’s 
house. I can now say like Simon “ Now lettest thou Thy servant 
depart ” and I can die quietly.’ 

Buturlin would often tell stories from the past. Here is one, 
for example: 

During the Franco-Prussian War of 1870-71 a certain Nasakin, 
marshal of nobility and counsellor of State, was very interested 
in the military operations; he sided with the French and simply 
could not reconcile himself to the idea that General Trochu had 
surrendered Paris. The news in the papers did not satisfy him, 
and he decided to go to Paris and ask Trochu himself why he had 
surrendered the city. In Paris he put up at a bad hotel and ordered 
a French visiting card to be printed with the following inscription : 
‘M. Nasakin, Marechal et ConseiUer d’Etat’. In French it 
sbiinded well: ‘ Mr. Nasakin, Marshal and State Counsellor ’. 
He drove to Trochu and, not finding him at home, left his card. 
Trochu, apparently believed that an important personage had 
called on him and the very next day he drove off in the full dress 
of a general to return the call. Nasakin was unabashed and met 
Trochu in the dressing-gown which he was wearing, and carrying 
a long-stemmed pipe. ‘ Ah, bonjour. General Trochu,’ he said in 
bad French , ' pour qtioi rendu Paris? * 

History is silent about Trochu’s reply. 
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One day Bututliin told aBout^his' grandfather 
to the age of seventy, ,He, was, a .witoess'tp ^ 

century, and not did %,^KimseE^ 
much, but he knew many old jieopi^’ who , Hd!;b'e^^ 
before his time. .,1 remember’ my gr^'^a&r, Pfihee Oijg^&y -and 
his stories; very Well. Once when rmehtibne'd i^ieVaskpy'^^^ 
presence, he said; *' I ladeW'Kheraskov^wh^^ antiquity i 'iDde^tft 
it seem a long long time ago! ” My, ■gra:n^ather,was iide^de-C^thp. 
to Paul , 1 . He said thathe f emembefed Paul.as if. he had seen him- 
, only yesterday. My igrandfaiher was shprtsighteci'.'ahd' ,,-wore’ 
glasses.,'OncePaul-asked;him:-> ■■■ 

, * “Do you wear c 6 ncaw;-br'convex;glasses?;’V:\ 

‘ “ I am shortsighted, Sire, and therefore wear convex .flakes; ?’■ 
‘ "No, if you are shortsighted, you must wear^cdncaye glasses^” 
Paul said. ■ 

* “ Sire, shortsighted. people wear convex' glasses v” 

'’“No, concave ones.” • 

* " Convex ones, Sire.” Paul', did not hke 

and his temper began ro rise. Somebody ;phUed\Gag^in :by;hiA 
coat-tail and made hihi a’ sign thatdt waAVd^ 
his friends told hiin : You’re mad to :argupwith;him l^ He irnght- 
send you to Siberia'fbf itl” ’■' ■’ ■ A A-'- AAAA Ay A"'- 

Buturlin: began to .ail in 1 915 . ;As ,a,phyMci,hi he'^sumed 
some reason, that he was sufierihg froni ,cmcer ;-pf ,&e ;bladd^ 
but he felt no pain, , only .': hik; heart - grew .gradu^p weakeh^Hd’ 
began to, talk' about .'death.^ A •%' A,;.'''- 'AAH! . AA - 

* I know,’ he saidA ^diat l ishaUydie so,pn .:a^ 
reconciled tO' it;,,but.when I^diinkpha't my. bpHy ■vdh be,'put^^^^^^ 
a 'pofBn, that 'the Hd: of the cbflSn ;\^ be sc^^ 

.\yill be buried under .earth,;-I; aih horrified.; I- am^^^ 

'my horror is unre 9 sphable,;'diat .i;sHaU\np^t.he^fee^gv^yi^ 
by -then,-, but I ;:canndt;. overcome rthisi feeIingf=Spmeit^ 
have:, the feelm'g-^ttd ^thafris'.hlsd. uiheaspnableA^fiiatt 

nbt;die. . I', read' sdrhey^here'.thaf'a .Frbnc^m-.had-.begun; hikwfil- 
.with, the,YoUoWihg:JWofdkf^‘^Npt^w^^» :butlff I 
r.day: A-i!:.A”;''TKat ’Frehchrnah 'to ;,diink;that: one '1106$, npf 

vheceksarily ihayc; to 'die^i.f A- j ^ : ;;pr : , ■;;' 'Ay A AA 

A A ha^ • hot- been^phi^py :in:hfe,’;,^tu^^ 

;:A myAgreatest '.joys! were ycaused-b'y.::my,frien 
,psy ed;dly by Pushidh ^ and - by ' T olstoyV You ; wili;.'lahgHAat 


■, - ■ ; v/VAI^WDER} SERGEYEVICH BUTURLIN 

.;f am iike}|%siikih’s;'uri^^^^^^^^ said just before. 

Hs nephew, /Alexander 
Pushkin, :'w;<hih'ouf^^^^ and said: “My uncle 

should not say anyt^ ihore after these words. May these be his 
last bn&.’l May the iwprdsjon'm for literature also be my last 

yy.(3nyA|3nl:;4^ he was feeling particularly weak, 

I%as<'siitmg !in- with his niece, Marfa and the 
liftie^yctress .,^tdehka;^..t^^ had gone to change for the 

iughh iN/as'aboutfd-g and went to say goodbye to him - 

■l^ulehka and die:hiirses;' also came into his room. He was lying 
yery.s’ti,ironhiS''bkc^ ‘What have you done, 

MraMdetySergeyeyich?,’ of the nurses said, ‘it is bad for 
ybufo;gef:'oufbf bed; you not call us? ” 

}yHd;^as,:sjleht perceptible tremor flitted 

adpss Ms face, he;bpehed;his eyes wide as if surprised by some- 
mih'g:'md'. said'‘.rdni dying horror, no regret that his life 
w&yeh(^gf,ho si^^ only amazement were heard in these 
wprdsi grew dim, his body stretched 

dui-M'd bec^e stiU; He ^ dead. It was a paralysis of the heart. 
Thefe.was horagony a^ 
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Music in my Fat/jer’s Fife 


I HAVE never seen anyone who felt music so strongly and deeply 
as my father. It upset him, moved him, excited him, made him soh 
and weep. Sometimes it was even against his will, for it caused him 
pain and he said: ‘ Qjte me vent cette tnustqite'^’ This emotional 
reaction to music, quite apart from an intellectual appreciation of 
it, is particularly vividly described in The Kreuisyr Sonata. 

In the thirties and forties, there were few concerts and the 
Tolstoys, living in the country, had to content themselves with 
amateur performances, mostly by members of the family. Later 
Father began to teach himself music and took lessons from time 
to time. But he admitted that he had no true vocation for it: 
playing the piano was, for him, more a way to seduce young 
girls with passionate tunes. ‘ Then I suddenly decided,’ he writes, 
* that I preferred classical music, German in particular, I x^ent 
into raptures over Beethoven’s Sonata TatUtique, though to tell 
the truth I was pretty tired of it. In spite of all this ha^e and 
pretence I think I must have had some talent,’ he went on, 
‘ because it had such a tremendous effect on me and, had someone 
taught me then to look upon music as a delight in itself and not as 
a means of seduction, I might have grown into a good musician.’ 
The story went that he had composed a waltz in 1849, but I have 
never had serious confirmation of this. He often played the waltz, 
but I believe he had not been alone in composing it He also 
wrote a good deal about music. He enjoyed gypsy songs, for he 
said they were sincere and penetrating, that they were real art, 
even if perhaps of an inferior quality. He often wondered why 
music affected people so differently. He wrote: ‘ The purer and 
happier a man’s past and the more he likes his memories, the 
stronger he feels music; on the other hand,painfui memories make 
music unbearable and that is why some men cannot listen to it. 
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MUSIC IN MY father’s LIFE 


He was not fond of opera and considered that two, even three, 
types of art— music, drama and pictorial art — could not be 
merged, each attenuating the effect of the other. ‘ I cannot bear to 
see a fat yelling gentleman in tights,’ but he made exceptions of a 
few operas, like Mozart’s Don Giovanni, and Weber’s Der Frei- 
schiUz, The Barber of Seville, Orpheus. Later on he wrote in his diary, 
quoting the words of Kant, that ‘ music is an irresponsible 
delight He had many friends among musicians, N. Rubinstein 
and P, Tchaikovsky. The latter’s playing always brought tears to 
his eyes. One day he sent him a score of Russian folk-songs, 
asking liim to ‘ arrange them in a Mozart-Haydn manner, not in 
the artificial manner of Beethoven-Schumann-Berlioz, which 
seeks to surprise.’ The relationship between the two men did not 
last, however, pardy because Tchaikovsky was disappointed not 
to find in Tolstoy die ‘ sovereign of thought ’ he had expected. 
He wrote to Madame von Meek: ‘ I think that Tolstoy is a man of 
paradoxes, kind, straightforward, sensitive to music, but know- 
ing him has only brought me pain and torment, as it always 
does with me.’ However, after reading Death of Ivan lllyich, he 
wrote: ‘ Tolstoy in my opinion is die greatest of all the writers 
the world has ever known.’ But there was a strange barrier 
between them of which Father was aware and which at the same 
time he could not overcome. During various periods in his life 
his attitude to music changed. At one moment it even irritated 
liim. He could not bear Wagner, he did not like concerts, con- 
sidering that they were only a pastime for idle people. At another 
period he regarded ‘ playing by ear ’ as a more sincere way of 
expressing oneself in music than any other. Sometimes he would 
ask me to play and would sit quite relaxed, listening to my very 
imperfect renderings of Grieg, Chopin, Weber. He had a vast 
knowledge of music but it is hard to say what he liked best. He 
himself used to say that the music he liked best was not necessarily 
the best music, and he said that perhaps he was one of those 
people whose taste in music is distorted by a false interpretation 
and who accept as absolute perfection a piece simply because it 
might have impressed him at a particular moment. He was deeply 
fond of folk music of all nations and used to like to listen to my 
arrangements of Scottish songs. ‘ All folic music,’ he said, ‘ can 
be understood by all people throughout the world. A Persian 
peasant will understand the songs of a Russian peasant and vice 



■ - - ^ 'TOCSTOtvBjEM^lBERED-Bt;.^^ r >>:■:::, ' ^ 

Blit the pretentiotis/insihcerities:^^^^^^^ 

Stouss for instance— ;^vea' the gkatwdn^^^ 

There is no doubt that great -muac h^' used felk^^^^^t^ 
sciously;'or-subc6ns(^usly:’' ;-y. -v 

Frorn. my own bb^ervatioh nf ius; attitude ;tp music T gathered : 

that he liked a 'dear/simple.melodyj'byen i£ it,wadhacIdieyed;-’A^ 
turie.for him had to be energetic^ and in a major key rather & jn' : 
a minor one. . H^mony , , and; counterpoint vhe .^as' '^ 
conscious of; the fUgue wasra'form he;c6nsidbred,artifia^;^^^ 
preferred the piano to orchestral musicl; Among coihposeS^^^ 
liked Bach, Haydn,’Mozart; Chopin,- but not all their works^ only 
fragments from their works. He Hked'besf .of aU-the fduet 
ci ddrem' from Don. Giovanni,- 

He wrote one day to 'my sister Tatiana: /fyestetdajy-.^^^^ 
Tchaikovsky’s nonsensical quartet, I went to the next roomrand'.* 
began to talk to the ’cellist, arguing that modem music seehiedrto"; 
have somehow gone astray, when sudderdy something; be^U;^ 
make havoc of my thoughts and drew me away, calling, demmdingS 
submission. They had started to sing ‘ 7 ^ 

music-room’. I stopped talking, and just Hstened happUy;;!^ 
terrible power music has 1 

He considered Beethoven not as the cUmax of ; the;'grea:tesy 
period of music but as the representative of its decline.v He s^d^^^ 
that an artist of genius creates new forms, Haydn had; cre'atddrfc 
symphonic form, Mozart the opera, Beethoven only created withih.; 
old forms. About Beethoven’s sonata. in C Sharp, he'’sMd:;‘ It;iy ; 
like a conversation between man and wife— it .is a toy , sonata,’ 
But he was a great; admirer of •Beethbveh--^he eyeh. c^ed;H^ 
story Kretih^er Sonata. Fie loved Chopin : ‘ He iy gbod eyeh v 
, whenhe is banal, for he is banal in.his Own- \yay,^heiaid.:Abbh 
Rubinstein: ‘ He Icnbws too much foreign music,., tM 
hirri in his own compo'sitibns.’ Very; often; Hsqudginents 
.paradbxical and contradictory. In' he\says that^r^^ 

the memory of feelings’; 'Elseyf'herehe^'sMd ■that;‘'Mpsic ' was:.'t^^^^^ 
memory of something ;':fhat had mever -beem’. ' He .•.wrote itq.; 
.mother .in 1905;;. ...‘■Music -is the. stenography b 
In his old; age he wrote . that music'helps . to bring .pebpld 
.' .‘ ;in one : Co,ihmbn'... embtibn.;’ M hiy bpinion 'theya ..pfimusic.; 

. was , to. be’aecessible .to' die greatest -number of 'pebple^^^^^ 
satisfy Vtheirheeds,^ not ;sirnpl}t,those . bf; a; smaU 
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